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PREFATORY NOTE 


apology is needed for offering to the 
^ public the following hitherto unpublished 
letters of Mary Cowden Clarke, who, added to 
her fame as a writer, has the twofold distinction 
of being the daughter and the sister of illustrious 
musicians, and the wife of an accomplished lit- 
terateiir. Among her letters this modest frag- 
ment was found : 

Maty Victoria Novello was a quiet, retiring child, plainish 
in person^ simple in manner; and she advanced from girl- 
hood to womanhood without giving token of possessing any 
distinguishing talent, among a generally gifted family. But 
she enjoyed the advantage of meeting, during her growth, 
some of the chief writers of the day, and this consociation 
stimulated her natural intelligence into literary attempts that 
took the shape of papers on various subjects, which appeared 
in print while the writer was in her fifteenth year.” 

On July 5, 1828, she married Charles Cowden 
Clarke, a lecturer, critic, and author, who had 
reckoned Keats as his intimate friend, whose 
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daily associates wore Charles Lamb, Douglas Jci- 
roltl, William Hazlilt, Leigh Ilunt, WilliJ^i*^ 
Godwin, and other notable writers, 

To him Keats wrote: 

I have long ti>ne been iny fancy feeding 

Willi hopes that you one day would think the reading 

Of my rough verses not an hour niisspcnl." 

Also: 

" You first taught me all the sweets of song." 

Fully twenty years younger than her husband, 
Mrs. Clarke, as a girl, had not l)ccn present at: 
the after-performance suppers when Dowton, Lin- 
ton, Bannister, Elliston, and I-,aml)’s swcclhoart, 
Fanny Kelly, met; but as time went on, frtuii 
being merely a child in the eyes of Charles 
Clarke, she grew to claim a place with him, first 
as a comrade, then as his heart’s desire, and so 
was pcrmlllccl to make merry with these gifletl 
friends. The intercourse between the Novel los, 
Hunts, and Lambs was close and full of innocent 
pleasure. No wonder Charles Lamb, after one 
of these suppers, called back when leaving, 
" You 're very nice people I ” For this circle 
loved C. C. C, or "Three Hundred," as Leigli 
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Hunt dubbed Charles Cowden Clarke and his 
wife, and their friendship endured until they were 
separated by death. 

It was in the home of Vincent Novello that 
Mrs. Shelley and Jane Williams sought rest and 
sympathy after the poet’s tragic death. 

When visiting Charles and Mary Lamb, and 
while wandering in their flower garden, Mrs. 
Clarke first determined to undertake the task of 
compiling a Concordance to Shakespeare, and to 
this work she gave sixteen years of her life. 

Mrs. Clarke was deeply gratified on learning 
that the service done by her to all lovers of 
Shakespeare was fully appreciated in America. 
A Mr. Robert Balmanno admired her so sincerely 
that he wrote to Douglas Jerrold, begging him to 
ask Mrs. Clarke to send him one of the slips used 
in preparing the Concordance, that he might 
have a word in her own handwriting, and jocu- 
larly proposed sending two ounces of California 
gold in acknowledgment thereof. She graciously 
complied with his request, and in return he sent 
her two gold pens. Mr. Balmanno then moved 
to enthusiasm some of the most prominent per- 
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sons in America, and a number of these — among 
them Daniel Webster, William Cullen Bryant, 
Richard Grant White, Henry Wadsworth Long- 
fellow, Charlotte Cushman, and S. Austin Alli- 
bone — unitedly sent to Mrs. Clarke a testimonial 
in the shape of a large rosewood chair. From 
this began a correspondence which lasted eleven 
years ; and though during this time Mr. Balmanno 
and Mrs. Clarke never saw each other, it ceased 
only at his death, in i86i. Mention is made of 
this friendship and correspondence in the essay 
on Douglas Jerrold, and in chapter ninth of 
Mr. and Mrs. Clarke’s delightful book, “ Recol- 
lections of Writers.” 

These letters breathe so sweet a spirit, and are 
a revelation of such a winning personality, that 
they throw new light on an author who persis- 
tently veiled her individuality, and whose intense 
modesty often concealed the loveliness of her 
character and the charity of her heart, content as 
she was in the approving love of her family and 
friends. They are written in so fine and delicate 
a hand as to be almost illegible without a magni- 
glass. The first letter is addressed simply : 
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PR1-',FAT()RY NOTE 

“ To The Ammcan Juiihusmsi, 

New York CUyT 

Aiul it rcaohad ils closUnation Uirough the cour- 
Uisy of the postal officials. 

Charles Cowden Clarke lived to the ago of 
iiincly, and hi.s wife, having spent over forty years 
in the Riviera, died at the Villa Novello, Genoa, 
J annary 1 2, 1 89H, aged eighty-eight. MiuClarkc’s 
mind remained clear and vigorous to the end of 
her " Long Life," an<l her home was the object 
of many a iiilgrimage, for she was a link that 
bound the literary culture of the close of the 
century with ils beginning. Percy Fitzgerald 
wrote : " At this moment I do not know of any 
one now alive who liacl known or spoken to 
Charles Lamb. ... It is a pleasant thing, how- 
ever, to have talked with hi.s friends, and to have 
pressed hands that have shaken his. The Cow- 
den Clarkes are dead.*’ 

iVNNH Ui’^rON NETfLETON. 


Febnmry 1, 
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LETTERS TO AN ENTHUSIAST 

as “a lovely darling” (I can’t help laughing as 
I write the words) must have spent the evening 
in question with me some (well, I won’t say 
how many) years ago, when I was a baby of a 
few months old, and on that occasion happened 
not to be crying or screaming ; under which 
circumstances all babies may be fairly called 
lovely darlings, however homely-featured they 
may chance to be. At no other period of my 
existence could the epithet be applied with pro- 
priety to one who is as plain a woman, short of 
absolute ugliness (though even this clause, to 
any less partial being than my mother or hus- 
band, might seem to savour of self-delusion), as 
you can well picture to yourself. As near an 
idea to the truth, perhaps, as you can receive on 
this point is conveyed in those words which my 
friend Mr. Douglas Jerrold — in "Punch” for 
Dec. iith, 1847 — has put into the mouth of 
Shakespeare’s wife, touching the individual in 
question, and her personal appearance. 

I have been thus frank in endeavouring to 
convey to you a correct impression about my- 
self, in order that I may set you an example, 
and induce you to tell me somewhat concerning 
the identity of " The American Enthusiast.” I 
have already found out much from the Enthu- 
siast’s own communication : I have discovered 
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LETTERS TO AN KNTIIUSIAS': 

that the Enthusiast is not young, inasmuch n 
there is mention of " tin; course of a long life ; 
I have also discovered that the JCnthusiast 1 
munificent, inasmuch as a few liiuis weredeeme 
worthy of such rich acknowledgment ; I percciv 
likewise that the liuthusiast has delicacy, ina 
much as there is manifest a desire to lesse 
rather than augment the merit of his gift, i 
speaking of its intrinsic value; 1 find that ll 
Enthusiast has affectionate sentiment, hy ll 
mention of my husband ; ami there is also trac( 
able veneration for sacred parent-lov(!, in tl 
allusion to my beloved mother. I'he JCnthuf 
ast’s kindliness of nature will i)robab!y be gra' 
fled to learn that the ideasure afforded by tl 
letter from New York was shared with th 
beloved mother, a copy of it having been tra 
scribed in my long gossip-letter written week 
to Nice, whei'c my father and mother at presn 
reside, the climate being peculiarly suited to tl 
latter’s delicate stale of health. 

In reply to your obliging offer of Americi 
autographs, I own that the one of which I ft 
at present most anxious to become possessed 
the genuine one — the real signature — of 
American Enthusiast." I should feel it an ad 
tional obligation to those already conferred on i 
by that personage if I might be favoured will 
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up in despair. I was once told by one who knew 
Lord Byron and his sister, that when sitting one 
evening, his Loi'dship was seized with one of his 
fits of inspiration, and solicited his sister to write 
while he composed ; and he went on, throwing 
out the most glorious flashes of his genius, he 
walking backwards and forwards, until very late 
in the night. She felt quite exhausted and told 
him she could go on no longer, when he went 
up and caressed her in the kindest manner, called 
her his own dear Augusta, and implored her to 
go on, as otherwise if he stopped he could never 
resume the strain. I unfortunately forgot to ask 
which of his poems it was. I can easily suppose 
that but for equal kindness on the part of Mr. 
Clarke, you would have broken down in your 
gigantic labour, kany, many things are crowd- 
ing on my imagination, and I am afraid I am 
going to bore you with a very long and very 
foolish letter. Pray, therefore, throw it aside, 
until some moment of lassitude in the afternoon, 
when an anodyne to sleep would be acceptable. 

First, I must give you a settler as to the cor- 
rectness of the term which my friend applied to 
your personal appearance. It was none of the 
gentlemen you named, but one whom I think 
you would allow to be a better judge; but in 
fact one of those you named fully bears out the 
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appellation, and so you see there £ 
against you. But you must be no 
stand, dear madam, that my Ame 
bear a somewhat different interpre 
they do in England, Thus with 
woman ” almost invariably alludes 
of disposition, kindness, amiabili' 
of manner, absence of affectation 
The most beautiful face in the wc 
with us be lovely unless the owr 
ties of mind and manner, but win 
qualities — which I now know you 
eminent degree — there is added e 
sonal charms to make a lady very 
look at and speak to, she is not 
woman, but a lovely darling I Ei 
lovely darling ; my friend was per 
I ’d buckler that against a mill i 
Clarke should be my second. You 
aware there are many other words 
which have a meaning here altog< 
from what they do in England ; 
fellow is merely one who is kind, 
good-natured ; an ugly fellow may t 
some man, — it alludes to disposj 
fine man” may also be humpbaclc 
and fineness in men pertains to qu 
and manner. I think I Ve said ej 



T.ICTTICIIS TO AN ENTHUSIAST 

Iho laugh from tho left to the right side of the 
mouth. 

I have looked at the passage in " Punch." 
Mr. Jcrrokl is a keen observer, exact truth to 
nature is in all he says. Many years ago, while 
resident in London, I observed an elegantly 
dressed young couple stop opposite a bookseller’s 
window, where the portrait of a beautiful creature 
was exhibited in one of the new annuals. " lly 
Jove, what a beautiful, what a lovely face I" said 
the gentleman. “ Oogh, I see nothing so very 
beautiful,” said the bride, with a toss of her 
bonnet, walking him off. The portrait was after 
one of Lawrence’s superlative faces — a Miss 
Thayer. I mentioned it to him; he laughed 
and said, " I'he .sox all over." He was my in- 
formant rc.Hpccting Lord llyron and Mas. Leigh, 
his sister. 

If you will try not to laugh I will relate to you 
the most extraordinary and ecstatic dream I ever 
had in my life; and will you believe me, when I 
assure you most solemnly, that it was a])out 
.Shakespeare and his wife? It occurred on the 
night between the lolh and nth of February. 
Could there be any mysterious connection be- 
tween it and what you must have been meditating 
writing about? My dream indicated no partic- 
ular place, but I thought it was in a good-sized 
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handsome room. I lo was (Ire.ssed nlmosl; cxa(^lly 
in the same costume repre.seiUfd in the small 
statuette. lie .stood with his hack towards the 
fireplace. There was a go(«l •huiuonred smile on 
his face, almost inelininjf lo a laugh. Oh I I can 
never forget it. A one was .silting, and what sur- 
prised me was to see her, a larj'e woman, not fat, 
but of a tall large frame — good-hioking, hand- 
some, with very fine large gray eyc.s. I i-an see 
her still; hut I thought .she had llio most superb 
bust I ever beheld, white as a lily, butex<juisiiely 
round and full, as that of the Venus herself. 
There was rather a display t)f it, uiul I eoiihl sel- 
dom keep my eyes off. .Shal{i\speare was going 
out to some parly or dinner, and Anne exhibited 
a few whiffs of jealousy, lie did not once apeak, 
but she was speaking lo him — and in poetry I 
Yes, c.xcellcnt i)oetry, as it seemed ; every coup- 
let told exactly, I was in a perfect delirium of 
delight. I for words came .so freely, .so distinctly, 
I thought they were enchanting. I le kept smil- 
ing on, and she kept rhyming, and I awoke mad 
with hajjpincss and delight. Her words were 
fresh in my memory, fixed as I thought for life; 
butliaving a thousand limes imagined I too com- 
posed in my dreams, .and awakened still rhyming 
and believing I could recall, and always been 
disappointed, I determined on this occasion in- 
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stantly to write down at least ten or twelve lines. 
I leaped up and ran to the mantel for a match to 
light our spirit lamp. I groped, but found no 
match. Then I ran into the front bedroom and 
found one, but broke it on the bar of the grate. 
Then I recalled that the scroll of my Journal of 
the weather, on foolscap, lay open on the bureau ; 
tumbled out my pencil, and thought that by 
writing large and far apart I could manage to 
make it out in daylight. As soon as morning 
dawned I got up and went to my Journal, and — 
horror of horrors ! I had written on a piece of 
well-blotted blotting paper, and all I could find 
on the white paper was the commencement of 
one line, and the last two — the very lines which 
woke me up. Her words were intended as a sort 
of injunction how to behave or conduct himself 
at the party. The few words of one line were, 
“Waste not time in — ” The concluding coup- 
let was : 

** Only let me charge thee this, 

That thou dost not even kiss ! 

And this is the amount of ray never-to-be- 
forgotten Shakespeare dream. Reverting to 
dreams, I will enclose the copy of a few lines 
by my inestimable wife, my darling little Mary, 
which she threw into verse the very morning 
after it occurred. As it relates to her mother, 
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whom slic idolizes, I can fancy ^ . 
Ihet'O is any merit in it — it wUj 


to your own feelinf^s, loving ^ ^ 

as affectionately as my sweet 
Would you like to hear a bit of 


August ^ti-t 

Okavi n Hilu Co'ixi'Xar \i 
DkauRiii: U. 

I FICML terribly in arrears with you vvhc 

how many kind comimmicatioos fror 

have to acknowledge, But in tHig 
have also shown your kindness, i^y pi-, 
you will forgive me should I not answer i 
at length as you in truth deserve. I_et m 
you, in summary, for your letters o£ n 
June, and for their obliging manifold cc 
also for llu) two books of prints cind tl 
entertaining Magazine articles. -You 
wife's venses charm me very mucil-i ; tin 
tain some cx<nusilc nuisic. How very > 
and generously trustful of you to send yi 
lovely little '* Leaiulers " forth ujpon the 
of tl\c Atlantic 1 But your best I'oward f 
kindness will be, I trust, the assurance f 
sight of them gave both Charles 
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great delight. They are eminently tasteful in 
design. 

Will you not think it strange that, although 
Leigh Hunt is an idol of ours, and although we 
live but little more than two miles distance from 
his present residence, yet that we seldom see 
him ? We live quite a hermit life here in the 
cottage, visiting very little. I shall therefore 
not longer detain your two etchings in the hope 
of being able to show them to Mr. Hunt, as I feel 
how probable it is that such an occasion might be 
some time in arriving. I therefore enclose them 
herewith, trusting that they may perform their 
transit in all safety. I have somewhere seen it 
quoted from Montaigne that “ the arms of friend- 
ship are long enough, and join hands from one 
end of the world to the other.” In your kind 
thought of sending these little etchings across 
the ocean, I have felt a wonderful realization of 
the genial old Frenchman’s sayings. Because 
Charles saw you looking at that '* Leander ” one 
morning many years ago, that you should have 
sent it to meet our eyes once more is certainly 
a piece of sentiment with such a force in it 
as to amount to a grasp of the hand, and as 
such we felt it and welcomed it, and now recipro- 
cate it in spirit. Imagine, my dear sir — you 
have vivid imagination enough, and enthusiasm 
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cnougli, I know — that Charles and Mary C 
clcn Clarke are giving you a warm shake of 
hand al this moment. 

I feel extremely proud of what you tell 
respeoting Mr. Washington Irving's opini 
but with all my ri'aiu'ct for that name, — an 
assure you it is a very sinoeu) one, ■ — I n 
still adhere to my own judgment in the « 
ter. " hike a woman," I am afraid you 
exclaim — “wilful, and not very ration 
Forgive me, but let the letter in (pieslion reir 
unpublished. Permit me als(>, onct; more 
put your enthusiastic scruples at rest at <3 
and forever about the MS. pages, by whispei 
in your car that for the last several mon 
whenever the housemaid has wanted papei 
light the fires, she has (etched a basketful fi 
a certain dismantled .summer house whercs 
MS. of the Concordance has lain ever since 
author had the gralifiealion of knowing it 
stcrcotype<l, printed, and published. Thus 
SCO, dear sir, that the obliging imporlanee 
give to the few i)ages you have, hy (offering 
return them to mu should I wish to make 
M.S. complete, is entirely unnetjessary. Ii 
only your own enthusiasm which could alt 
any such value to tiunn. 

Maying told you what a hermit life we 1< 
[ 38 ] 
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Charles and myself living with my brother in 
my father’s house, — the mci'c cottage its name 
proclaimSj — ever since the latter joined my 
mother in Nice, seeing no company and visiting 
little, you will not wonder that we should be 
unable to show Mr. and Mrs. Dyer the hospitable 
attentions we could desire ; but at the same time, 
should they do us the favour to think it worth 
while to call here, so far from London, we should 
be most happy to sec any friends of yours. 

With Mr. Clarke’s and my own kind remem- 
brances to Mrs. Balmanno and yourself, believe 
me to be 

Yours faithfully, 

Mary Cowden Clarke. 


January rsx, 1851, 

Craven IIiLt. Coitage, Bayswateu. 

Dear Enthusiast! 

H OW can I sufficiently thank you for the 
extremely kind and friendly interest you 
have evinced in my behalf, and for the personal 
exertion you have taken to secure the advantage 
of my book in America? I can but say I am 
deeply sensible of them, and more than over of 
the vast debt of gratitude I owe to the beloved 
name of Shakespeare. 
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drilling uppaialns; llir gla/ini; wagon in 
Iwo moil ;uv .sc.iicil, :unl whii 1» Ir.ivols on 
wIicoIm along Uu*. niol t'uVficd with light 
liiifi, honoalli wiiioh tin* gl.i/iro* pul in llio 
ot glaHH. Ivvory paiu; ot glass is brought 
of a prooiso.sizo ; ovory loluiun of iron iscx^x^ 
nuiasurod hufoic il airivi s. so lhal the 
havo nothing lo do liiil to pl.tco «‘;u;h compart 
in its proper position and ailjusl tlunn toge|;-j^ 
The edifice is of such luaguiunU* that traii^Ug 
timber and iron, drawn by Ic.uus of horses, 
like toys there ; men cling to the luuf, like spi^] 
or flies. Several large idm lircH are euclos 
within the slruclurc, as we c»m kncy.s did not 1 
some of our favourite old giaiUH of the Park to 
hewn down. I’he lecturer made, a pleasant n.1 
sion to the per'Kisleuec with which John Bull 1 
preserved the Trees of I.iheity, in contra-cUsli 
tion to the short duration of ihu.se of our m 
volatile neighhours, the Prcnch, They ought 
bo truly pointed lo an HlaiuHng proofs of 
might of puhlic opinion in I’aiglaud, 

I suppose you see I.dgh llunl’s Journal, 
it not delightful lo find lihfver-youngpoet he 
and mind continuing to dispense enjoyment 
hia readers? You have doiihtleas also seen 
Christmaa number of " I louschold Words.’* T 

“Christmas Tree" paper i» charming, is it n 
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lint intlliiii;'; r;uM <msnl<! inn for ihu cessation of 
his nitmilily "Two l.tMvns." I think his “ C?()p- 
jifilit'hl ’■ (Uiout'ii it is (lillicult to choose among 
such iiihiiiialtli' prothiclious for the host) is the 
vciy lim'sl thing C’. 1). has done. You must 
know he is tun* of my idols, Hut wliose is he 
I nit ? 

‘I he Ti'ihominnle desire their united kindest 
regards to Un* dear l•!nlhusiasl. '1‘he least worthy 
ineiuher heg.s you will helieve her to he 
Yttms (ailhfnlly, 

Mauy C’owokn Cr.AKKK. 

Il gives on* great joy to lind you like " Hortia." 


I'li'UeAUV 7Tit, 

('it\viM tho. CtimiiH, JUvMVAm. 


I Iran Siu : 

I AM your tlehlor for two most kind and pleas. 

ant letters; lint I am your debtor for so 
many proofs tif frieinlly regardi that I can but 
eoinfoil myself with the relkclion that you know, 
as well as I. \vln» Il is that says "Thanks, to men 
of noble minds, is lunmunahlc meed; ” ' and thanks 
I oiler yon nmst warmly and sincerely. 

Your att'tnml of the Hrtioklyn Hawthorns was 
parlieulatiy interesting, and also that of your 


* "Tilua Antlrouicu*,'’ Aci I, Scene I. 
3 [33 ] 
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kcopiiig luiliday wilh yntir M.uy cn ih.- (ii ,i nf 
May. many jmmih my < Im . lo-^ u in 

llie habit (if ivadiny, Mill)in'’< liitr liymu .snun.iilv, 
on that morning', alum* (o im-. li is i.abt i a 
slagnlarcoincidfiut* ibal you .('» ai bil.l f^itmi’ily 
(ranuaUcd Kcnsiny,U»ii (laidin i wllii \.mi aiinl, 
anti .so did I. My mnUna'M si'.i« i iii.idr ,t |<( i 
of me then, and iiM'd In l dio nn* with K. s tlicii* 
for a long walk. I ri'inmitfi i Hibd in ' i(!k- Wet 
Walk tlioro ()niU* (hr rnd of (In- wodd, 

You matin us l.mgli vriy br.oliU .J.-rtt (hr 
" bam " yon playrdolf ivsim i lint; ili.. ..' * pti 
cedar arlirloH undrr jirru-xl of tln ii brio.; l.-i lin- 
"./w," and vaunting ytnir Vn imia a- vt-oMh .t 
million of Prina; Alborhl My mrn l'MU. .md 
they ought to know-^arr highly amtr.' *l .»( (hr 
visionary cxccllenrInH with width yon invr>*t 
Ml C. C, If ever you ftdiil y»*mi jn{«’n!i'>n id 
alighting from the balloon at (havm I Un. ai.ri ! 
you will then find how fatally tlir Fmlord i -i h.r, 
allowed his imagination to nm av^ay wttSi him. 
He has dressed up a rommtittplatr >1105 »d a 
person in all kinds of drlighUtd alliibnitr ami 
I ygniahoivhkCi has fallen in hivr with Id^* own 
creation, 

Although I have so lightly alludrd ahovr to 
your beautiful present t.f the cedar inh., rtr., do 
not think I esteem lightly your kind grnrr.rdiy. 

[30 




A(‘( t‘pL luy praU'ful tliank.s for Ihom, and for 
your f.foniliu‘ss, 1 will hope that oro they arrive 
you will oxjilit-illy tell me your own wishes on 
the suIijih:! <if prosenlin^f one U» Mrs. Croflon 
C broker, 'rhero will .still he another for my 
sister Kmm.i, whieh I .shall assuredly give lu*r 
when she* eotnes lt> England, telling her all the 
hislfuy of it and its kiml donor. She is at 
present at Koine; .she has the idiarge of Mr. 
KoH's daughler.s. Having been for so mci years 
In ll.dy, travelling with my sister (!lara/ she is 
peeuliaiiy lilted for the undertaking she is at 
present I'ug.ip.ed in. 

Yon s.ty yon " wonder what sort of winter we 
have at Il.tyNW.iter." Woiulerfnlly mild, no snow 
worth mentioning; a good tleal of rain, and the 
wimh are Visy hlnslering (alas I I often think of 
the i>oor Allantie sleamer.s during those bois- 
terous nights): hut no piercing cohl, no fro.sl. 

I should like to know what is the word you 
Bomehow dislike in “ Portia." Not having the 
" VankiH* edilltm *' as you call it, I cannot ascer- 
tain : so tell me. 

You speak in yonr own '' ICnthu.siast " style 
alioui my editing a h'olio .Shakespeare, It wouM 
he a great glory, hut where am I to find an 

> fii.! Nnvrllo. llif famtiiiH ininj 5 »lrc 89 , married Iti 

|H.() li( t'wiia t.iylmiil, .III (C.1II.H1 iiolticiiuii. 
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linlluiHiast anionj.; piilili'ihrrt who v.'oii!il ihinl. 
of iindorlakin^' Mu;h a \viitlvi‘ i\’o, no. W* ,u ,ii ; 
I fear few powoHs your ev.illni tioiioo • on ilu . 
subject. I acknowlccijije the ’..ilo n . ii)»t ol Mi 
Puluani's ugreeineiU. A limn;, uni Ui.m!,-* I.n 
all the trouble and tciiid iiileM'*.l, you It.oo* {.do n 
in this affair. 

I always lh(nij,dit it prubal'le \ou luit'bi i om, 
over to Mnj'land lbi‘. bAbihiiiou \' .u, v.bt u .i|| 
the World and bis Wiln an* vi biio;.' iln »!< .u 
little Island, Why Iru-.l to ,i hdb tMM r i 4 
in a vessel, 'riunii^b I am v<-iy u.n. b . ( th. 
Johnson’s opinion that '■ no man vnIio b.i . 1,,... 
nuity enough to gel into jail would t '.. i {Inob <■( 
going to sea;" yet 1 must say. I ildid. u » lUur j i 
less "vain things forwMy" than I 
shall expect to see you drop in npou ilo- 1 sdnou- 
mate some of these hue i^Iay tnoininp.'i, .e< v»m 
j)romised. 

The "Two Leaves" I allnde.l to. oi t 
Dickens, are those In* allowi n’t to In.pr Pu ut 
his picfuee to t.OpiUtrllebl. Mou* dr.u Juoulh’y 
grcemcovered mnuber.s of bis em baniiug ’doii. ,, 

I idolize him in his huig hlmie.,. Tbro b«< i, 
perfectly inimitable. 

l**‘‘*''’ure «jf imTtiug admb.dT* 
Miss Kelly at beloved Charles I,;md.\ Innr..- in 
Kusscll Square once, and oiuc when he hud 
CatiJ 
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at Enfield Chase. Her acting, especially of 
comedy, was such as I never expect to behold 
again. But we live quite hermit lives, and I 
have given up theatres, and most amusements 
that involve late hours. If I can find time 
before this goes off, I will try and write out a 
notice of Miss Kelly, which I had the pleasure 
of writing for a friend who wanted to give an 
article in the Manchester paper on her acting, 
but not having been a playgoer in her time him- 
self, and knowing I was a great admirer of hers, 
asked me to write one. I hope it will remind 
you of some touches in her pla5's that will awaken 
a sympathy on that score between us, as well as 
many points on which I flatter myself we have 
the same tastes. Forgive this scribble. But I 
can’t emulate a certain friend of mine who can 
write well as well as small. Give him my love 
■ — I mean my regards, Mrs. Balmanno. 

Believe me to be, dear sir and Enthusiast, 
Your grateful 

M. C. C. 


The following is the notice of Miss Kelly referred to in the 
above letter. 

We have already had the pleasure of announcing 
to our readers that they will shortly have an oppor- 
tunity of seeing and hearing this gifted artist, who is 
about to visit Manchester, where she will give a series 
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of readings from Shakespeare, at the Athen^um* 
Those who are fortunate enough to have witnessed the 
performances of this admirable actress on the stage 
will readily believe that her delivery of the greatest 
dramatic writing that was ever penned must prove 
a high intellectual enjoyment We know that Charles 
Lamb — no mean authority — says of her: 

< You are not, Kelly, of the common strain 

That stoop their pride and female honour down, 

To please that many-headed beast, the Town^ 

And vend their lavish smiles and tricks for gain \ 

By fortune thrown amid the actors^ train 
You keep your native dignity of thought j 
The plaudits that attend you come unsought, 

As tributes due unto your natural vein. 

Your tears have passion in them, and a grace 
Of genuine freshness, which our hearts avow ; 

Your smiles are winds whose ways we cannot trace, 

That vanish and return we know not how — 

And please the better from a pensive face, 

A thoughtful eye, and a reflecting brow,* 

These lines contain not merely the eulogium of 
partial friendship, but they convey a true impression 
of Miss Kelly’s style. Her manner was eminently 
sensible, as well as imaginative ; carefully polished, as 
well as easy and graceful; pregnant with meaning, 
as well as buoyant and animated. Her acting was 
instinct with thought and feeling; her by-play was apt, 
original, and suggestive; while her voice was exqui- 
sitely melodic in its tones, flexible, earnest, and capable 
of the most varied expressions — from the tremulous 
emotion of pathos and the passionate cadence of grief, 
to the playful intonation of sly sarcasm and the exu- 
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bunmt rini'i'Mt likt'ljlnci' of broad farce. Who ifiat 
rcmcmbciH her {tauuy .sorvanliuiddhiiii, hrr prrt repbn 
to lu!i‘ old uuiHlcr, her d.uvdlini;, wonyini' delay tthi-n 
he bidn iier to lutufme; her awkwaiil Mcalleiini; id the 
couUailH of her pocket- 'Ihc liiiiibliit|',-i out id bra-i-t 
thimble, iihiny aitidr, uiitiiie){ y,ialer, eh.iiiiinl «».uoji' 
hone, rolling' penny-pioeeH, etc. etc,, wlili llie Miam- 
!)lin(; fiililily «tl’ her ende.woiliH lo re-Urain and ll•,^ol( 
them, in the i>ai t <tf batch in ' ‘I'he Ihr-ybody,* ran 
woniler that Lord Hyroii utied to ^;o and ser hei rveiy 
lime .she played the (‘lmra<;U*r? Who that ran iraatl 
the iniptident hardni-MHof her numner when bintiii,; for 
a I'ratuily, in the part of‘iomt! Heivaiit I'iil, in llo- f.io e 
of ‘ I'Yeo ami Many;' the rojpiish rhe.u« iy, w ah the 
fme-lady air.s, of her Ifelfy Kiiiildii; iheMibtle uiLtore 
of ip'miiiu! toiiclu'rt of feminine lendeiui’i^ wdlt the 
hold, unahaHhod fieedotn of a Nevvy.»lr ri!u» .«u>‘n, 
that ilislln^pUHlied her Lucy in ’'Ihr t la,' 

can fail to reeo^pn/.c in her the tine J?r',t of Kojinly ? 
Wo will confess that her comie vein had always j'fealer 
clinrms for us than even her serious one, y;oo,| os ibat 
undoubtedly waa. F«»r who ilrat witnessmi the es(<|Mi 
site tact of her hy-plny, the heart bcjiiiiiy* of 

her utterance, the unconseinus pertinacity and torr 
Hcioits timidity of her ^'Innces, their alternate hojp uuj^; 
and wiiluhawal, in her portmiinre of « y..nn^; p.i»I -.od- 
dcnly yioldiiip lo the influeiu’c of a fir*.i love, boi moot 
allow her powt'r of depiclit^; paviion and lentiin* »i!J* 
It was a iilif'lil Hkcich, - arharaUer in a bule po-«e 
taken from one rrf (Jraitan'fi stories, ■ * and it h some 
years aiitce wc beheld the performance! Iml the mtikh 




in which Ihe ncUosH cmlmilinl lh«'«lmtUu- liu- 

simple ill which him !.;U i»i Ihe talilc 

llie yomu; odiccr, us Im p.iiiaki-. of llu; nilVrshni' Hi 
with which Hhc hus proviihsl him in a in<min;iiL ol' I'l lil, 
Urn look of ulwiti'lmil inlmcM, ihc tiriukiiii; uf h'v*'". 
ns it were into her vciy iMmilJ willi miclr moiiimit. ih»* 
naltoriiHf tones, the munmseitnis irjilie;!, Llit: i« 'l 

miumer.'llu} iiuichuiiie.il m.limi *tf tin- liiiijei i, ihr 
absent wny in whir’ll she |tl>iili'il lluMuliU'clntli l*i 
her into miiuile fttltis, • n lorn h worlliy ol i.ioWinii 

bcsKlelh!itoimofKieh.inl>um\\vlmi«> lie nmki-s t Ii-m ■ 

loUe Gmiulisoii place the lip of h. r little fiiiper in ih*- 
centre oflicnliamoiul i iin;, while slm spinn it ismiul .»mi 
roiiiul upon the lahic rlmiiii; Imr vexeii tutllmpi)* with 
her brother, — all these niiiuili.e of detail arhif vivoUy 
before oiir mind's eye, cmnimsini,; a linishrd dr.iiit.au 
picture, and leslifyiiHt the skill of the actress We 
were never so furlimalc an to sec Misa ICtdly play the 
part alluded loin Charles l.ainli’H aonnet, ‘‘rit a 
bralcd I’erfornmr ill y//e A’/iW ' Uul the mrm-.ry 
we retain of her Knimeline in ' Iviiii,; At lhiir ' — aho 


a represcntalion of tpmnclicd vlsiuii”— * cjiiuhles ii-‘ t^i 
rccoRnizc llic accuracy of lilts olher tribiilc of liis lo 


iicr tieniiiH : 


'Rare arllsll wlm, wllh lull ihy Umls nr n«ne, 
Canal cxmilc wllli rasa iliy mritum art, 

And jircHS dry jwtwerinl'al mranlORU on llitj heart 
tlnaklcclhy the eye, cxprawlon’s throne I 
While each hlitul aense, inlellljjrnilal grown 
Ueyond Its sphere, perfornte lire effect of slitht } 
Those orbs alone, wanting llielr proper might, 

Alt mollonlesi and silent seemed to moAn 
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The unseemly negligence of Nature’s hand, 

Thai left them so forloin. What praise is thine, 

O mistress of the passions ; artist fine 1 
Who dost our souls against our sense command, 
Plucking the honor from a sightless face, 

Lending to blank deformity a grace,’ 

“ While indulging ourselves with the above reminis- 
cences, — for her name is associated with the most 
delightful of our play-going days, « — we found ourselves, 
alas, speaking in the past tense when enumerating 
some of the excellencies that mark this accomplished 
artistes style; but as the stage has been for some time 
deprived of their lustre, and as we can no longer hope 
to enjoy them there, we the rather congratulate our- 
selves and our readers on the prospect of a new field 
where we may witness their display — in Miss Kclly^s 
Readings from Shakespeare* November, 1848 ” 


February isth, 1851, 

Craven Hill Cottage, Bayswater. 

Dear Enthusiast: 

B y a mistake, the accompanying letter was 
not posted in time for the last mail. I can 
scarcely regret this now, since it allows me the 
opportunity of acknowledging the receipt of the 
American copy of “Portia.” Many thanks to 
you, my dear sir. The word in the tenth line 
from the foot, page 22, which I presume you 
object to, is " starchedly.” Now, my dear sir, 
Addison— allowed to be a model of style — 
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uses the word in this sense: " 'I'lns pnifrs'utr is 
to infuse into their munners that lieanliln) [iitllii- 
cal starchy which may ([ualify Ihriu fur U-vim"'., 
conferences, and visits," Swift, a uiaster in 
style, has: "Does the Chispt'l anywluMi' desriilir 
a starched s<iueezed countenantc, a still, funn.d 
gait, or a singularity of manners ? " 

liulhnsiasL Ay, ay; this is all very well, 
M. C. C,, hut Addison and .Swift, thmigji lioih 
classical writers, arc not chissics of the .Shakt* 
spearcan era. 

M, C, C. But Bon Jonson*-™‘h<‘ is otto of iht' 
Elizabethans — has a passage that hears me o<ti, 
I think. I Ic says — 

Enthusksi, Oho I Mrs. C. Cl I see where- 
abouts you are. You are trying to knot k me 
on the head with I,)r. Johnson; hraining me 
with "the great Lexicographer"; helaluniiing, 
cudgelling, " thwacking me with the diHt.iffof 
Johnsonian authorities, citations, and <inol.aion\ 
in order that I maybe "hanged into dnmhne-^s," 

M, C, C, Nay, hut 1 assure you, nty dr.ir 
Enthusiast, that— > 

Eiiilmskst, Well, well; have it as ymi will, 
"darling." To please you, I'll even s.iy with 
the clown in “Antony and Cleopatra," "The 
word’s a good word; I wish ye joy uf the 
wordl" 

[<ia] 
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M, C. C. Indeed, I am not anxious about my 
word, only — 

Euihusicfist. No, no, I see ; you are not anxious 
about your word ; only, like a true woman, re- 
solved to have the last word. 

M. C C. Pardon me, I would merely — 
Enthusiast. Ah! Hal Hal 
M. C, C. Just this — 

Entlmsiast. Ah! Hal 
M. C. C. One word — 

Enthusiast. The last? Ah, ha, ha, ha, ha, 
ha, ha 1 

— Atlantic echoes the roar — 

M. C. C, (stopping her ears). I am stunned. 
I give up the point. 

Enthusiast. Bravissima I Right woman still 1 
even in yielding, she persists. Against Ocean 
itself she’ll retort; a very Partington of per- 
tinacity t 

February sy, 1851, 

Craven Hill Cottage, Bayswater. 

Dear Enthusiast*. 

H OW am I to thank you for your superb 
present? The cedar chest arrived in 
safety ; and as we unpacked it and I beheld the 
magnitude as well as beauty of your gift, I really 
felt half ashamed to accept so handsome a pres- 
ent. But the very care with which each artick 
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was arranged, the sweet-scented shavings, the 
muslin bags to put them in, all bespoke so much 
kindness and interest on the part of the donor 
as to make me feel just that assurance of liking 
and affectionate partiality which reconciles one 
to accepting the most generous and munificent 
gifts from relations, or very dear friends. Let 
me thank you then, dear sir, as one of the latter, 
For although our acquaintance dates back no 
very long time, yet in that space you have con- 
trived to bestow upon me so many proofs of 
regard that you live in my thoughts constantly, 
as one of my dearest and kindest friends ; and 
yet, thank God, I can number some few very, 
very much beloved among those I have known 
for many years. 

Charles is delivering a course of lectures at 
Coventry just now; else were he not absent 
from home, he would, I know, desire me to add 
his warm thanks and kind regards to you for all 
your goodness to his little woman. 

Feb. 28th. I would not post this letter yester- 
day because I had a sort of half conviction that 
this morning’s post would bring me one from you. 
It was just one of those vague hopes that school- 
children indulge, when they affect to disbelieve 
a matter they wish, in a superstitious fancy that 
this is the way to bring it about. So I have gone 
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about saying to myself, “ I don’t expect to hear 
from my Enthusiast to-morrow.” " I know to- 
morrow’s post will bring no pleasant communi- 
cation from my Enthusiast,” etc. But I shall 
go on trying the charm, and if I don’t succeed, 

I shall reverse the spell, and say, " I am sure 
anolhor week won’t elapse without bringing me 
the pleasant sight of his handwriting.” 

The Crystal Palace looks to me finished, but 
there is still loud noise of workmen there; and 
I hear they are all mighty busy with the ex- 
hibition arrangements in the interior already. 
Alfred will have a specimen of his music-type 
printing there. 

The Park on a Sunday is crowded, and num- 
berless foreigners are even now arrived in 
London. Such a hermit-life do I lead that I 
have not an iota of news to send you. And I 
hope it is now none to you that I am 
Yours very sincerely, 

Mary Cowden Clarke. 


Mar. i8, 1851, 

Craven Hill Cottage, Bayswater. 


Dear Entiiusiast’ j 

I MAKE no apology for the egoism of send- 
ing you a printed proposal which I circu- 
lated once upon a time, touching a monument 
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to Shakespeare. I must tell you a good thing of 
that wicked Douglas Jerrold’s when I showed 
him the proposal in the MS. He approved, and 
then added : “ But you must n’t limit the sub- 
scription to women only. Remember he was n’t 
Mrs. Shakespeare.” Is n’t it like the dear rogue ? 
I suppose I need n’t tell you that the account, in 
Coutts’s books, remains to this day a blank page 1 
Why did you conclude your letter with that 
expostulatory sentence about a certain intended 
dedication? I was reading your letter aloud to 
my brother, and he said : “ Does n’t your Enthu- 
siast know that when a woman holds her longue 
and says nothing in answer to a man who re- 
monstrates with her, that that ’s a sign she 
means to have her own way ? ” Why, the tale 
to be dedicated to you follows immediately after 
the one to be dedicated to our honoured Jerrold, 
the “ Royal Douglas” as you call him. Can you 
resist this ? It comforts me to find you imme- 
diately after, signing yourself “A weak but 
warm-hearted old man I ” My especial darlings 
of humanity ai*e those who are weak from warm- 
heartedness — persuadable, coaxable, charming 
beings! none of your firm, high-principled 
people, as they call themselves — -obstinate, odi- 
ous, inflexible stoics, as others — especially 
women — call them I 
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I am s<iny lo say, I udw with which 

lu’.itl <if Shakt'HjMsnri* I scaled my last it) you, or 
lalhcc, iht' Idllcr you ailuilo to. You say a 
"fnml face." t’havltvi has a riiij; with a front 
faro, whit h 1 had cut t>iiL at Maldcy'.s in Wolling" 
loll Slift'l for him. Mine is a pioflle; tho riiij,i; 
yjveo lo me by my hi'olher, on llie etnnplelion 
of the t’oiiroi'ilanee. 

When Charles was a yomi),' fellow, with umrt; 
money in his poeket then lo iilli! avv.iy in 
pleasanl \vhim\ he loo spenl a p/md di'al in lhal 
lemplinp .shop in I.eits'slt'r IdthN. U was a 
lemplinp, faseinatiiip plaee. I leim inher, as a 
ehild, point; with my mollu'r iheie ; .m»! she, with 
her nsna! jtulit ions way of pivinp hei t hildren an 
opportunity tif < tdlivaliiij' a lasle for tin* Heanti- 
fnl in Art as well as Nnlinv, put me on t»ne of 
the high ehaiis npainsl iheetninler, that I might 
kneel there and peer into the glass cases full of 
lovely gems. I have a strong impresaum of the 
jileaaure.H 1 then had, as if it were ycalettlay. 
Molhem can scarcely caleuJatc the amount of 
fnlnre ha|)pines,s they rn.ay Ije hcHiowing, in tmo 
.sm h jinlii ions moment of provitling their little 
ones with food for thought :iml taste. 

Indeed, I hatdiy know anything that would! 
afford me gi eater delight than the gift you pro- 
pose of home ttf ihctse ptaHier easts, CImrIeiii and 
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I would revel in them. To show you how we 
love to surround ourselves with attainable classi- 
call ties, I ’ll tell you how our own snuggery — our 
own room, part sleeping-room, part scribbling- 
room — is behung. Over the chimney-piece 
there are two bas-reliefs, a Venus rising from the 
bath, and one of the brothers of Iphigenia — 
from the vase. An exquisite painting — the last 
my beloved brother Edward ever painted — of 
Christ and Mary in the garden. A miniature of 
my dear mother, when a girl — copied by my 
sister Emma. An oil sketch by my brother 
Edward, of Christ in the Sepulchre, mourned by 
the Maries. One copied by him from Rubens, 
of St. Martin dividing liis cloak with the beg- 
gars. Six by him; subjects from Chaucer’s 
“ Canterbury Tales.” A water-colour sketch of 
M. C. C. as Mistress Quickly, by Havell. An oil 
sketch of a scene in Devonshire. A daguerre- 
otype of my sister Clara. A plaster-cast group 
of Cupid and Psyche, and the piping Faun. 
Over the doorway John of Bologna’s Venus; 
next to her the head of Mercury, with Leigh 
Hunt’s tasteful suggestion of the wings added to 
the cap. A little lithograph of Westmacott’s 
lovely “ Bluebell.” Over the bed’s head come a 
copy of Titian’s Bacchus and Ariadne, exqui- 
sitely executed in miniature by my dear Edward. 
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An t'nj’i'iivini:; ot u snhjocl by Newton from the 
" VU'.ir of Wiilvofield." Two water-colour clraw- 
by t!()i)l <7 FieUls. A pencil head of Jean 
Paul, (;o()ie<l l)y ICmnia. A pencil portrait of 
Mil. ter CTir.i. Portrait of Charles Dickens, cn- 
jpaved, aflcr Maclist!. Also of Douglas Jerrolcl, 
eu{>ravc<} after (lagiuu'reotype. A water-colour 
ctjpy by Dnuna, of a favourite of Charles’s, a 
fiMiialu Satyr, from one of Nicholas Poussin’s pic- 
tures. A liead of a girl, engraved, called “ Inno- 
ctmee," one of Charles’s loves. Pencil portrait of 
M. t *. C, by dear I'.dward. Lithograph portrait of 
(luu'les’s *.ehool fellow, honoured John Keats. A 
pl.isler east of the Vtmus de,’ Mfedici, and one of 
the ytiuug Apollo. Ahmg the wall on which our 
eyes open, the first thing every morning, is an 
engraving of Cluido’.S' enchanting " Aurora,” and 
Sltj'lharrr.s t.'anterbury Pilgrimage, flanked by a 
bust f»f our Idol, and one of Milton on the 
Michael Angelo brackets. The fine face of 
Shakespeare, engraved. A pencil portrait of 
Leigh 1 1 nnt, by Wageman. An engraving of our 
friend Humphreys, after Sir Joshua. An oil 
akctcii of a Hacchante and Cupid, by dear Ed- 
ward. An engraving by Scriven, of Chaucer. 
A fiue engniving (»[ Leslie’s "Sancho and the 
1 liudiess.” ’ A lithograph portrait of my sister 
Isabella. On the cabinet stands John of 
■< C -jy ] 
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Mogna’s charming “Mi; rciu’y" — all but flyi'bb 
Near to liim an engraving of Leslie’s “ ('(rix'Lla." 
And over the doorway leading into the 
room a plaster cast of a recumbent llacdunU^*- 
I have thus, my dear sir, given you a i»' 
of our environments, knowing (judging by ni v<*‘H ) 
that you will like to be able to form as (dear -t pi' • 
turcas poHHii)ie of the room where we usu-tl* v '■it. 
f remember it considerably alleviated the p-uui'f 
my separation from my dear mother, after 1 b.itl 
been to Nice and knew every detail of Ikt new 
home, 80 that whenever my thoughts fh'w Imr, 
they could depict heras she daily was surnHiiuli d. 
Though we are so near town, yet we h.^vr tin' 
delight of a bit of garden-ground. I havr ImM 
you that the cottage of the Trihominale i-* «me 
of the primeval dwellings left hcrealjouls. So I 
look out, from the table where I write, t»!» lo .< 
grass-plat, some pear and ajiple trees, and rbu 
or two, with laburnum and lilacs. There* aic a 
pair of blackbirds, a thrush, and a robitu itMw on 
the grass lioiiping about. You must kiu,*vv tied 
Charles has had a shelving hath made Cmt tlie 
birds, which, with plenty of crumbs, bnnp'»A iheju 
about us in flocks. Pretty creatures I The tHrn'»b 
and the blackbirds have already begun l*i "iuig, 
and W6 hear them every morning now, with ilm 
first peep of dawn. 
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' If you talk of your being crazy for writing 
me such a long letter, what will you call me ? 
But it ’s terribly alluring, this gossiping across the 
Atlantic ; it makes one forget one’s duties. Here 
ought I to have been writing away this morning, 
and here am I chatting and scribbling with an 
Enthusiast, who turns one’s head with his kind 
flatteries and makes one forget all duties of 
industry, etc. 

I did not even see that joke you speak of in 
" Punch ” about Mrs. L. and the Duke of Wel- 
lington, so I cannot tell you anything about its 
truth. Poor Mrs. L. is gone to Italy with her 
daughter, in seai'ch of health. They visited 
Nice, but found it dull, and went on South 
immediately. The “ Song on May Morning ” is, 
1 believe, in all the editions of Milton. You know 
it, surely. You will say so when you see it: 

** Now the bright morning-star, Day’s harbinger, 

Comes dancing from the East, and leads with her 
The flowery May, who from her green lap throws 
The yellow cowslip and the pale primrose. 

Hail, bounteous May that dost inspire 
Mirth, and youth, and warm desire I 
Woods and groves are of thy dressing; 

Hill and dale doth boast thy blessing. 

Thus we salute thee with our early song, 

And welcome thee, and wish thee long.” 


“ Of course I 
exclaim. 


To be sure I ” I hear you 
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I dote upon your song of the Katydid. It is 
excellent. I am not acquainted with Miss Mar- 
tineau, but admire her “ Deerbrook ” and her 
“Life in a Sick-room " very much. I have no 
doubt she will be very much delighted with your 
song and chorus. 

Mar. 20. Do you happen to have seen a 
cast of The Face from the Stratford-upon-Avon 
Monument by a man of the name of Will 
Warner ? Perhaps you have one. Let me know 
this. It is exquisite. We have a copy in the 
parlour, that Will Warner himself brought here. 
He is a native of Stratford ; quite an original ; 
but a good enthusiastic fellow, as far as I have 
seen of him. What a glorious Face and Head it 
is ! We have a composition monumental bust in 
the garden, among the trees, opposite the parlour 
windows ; and in the hall, the exact copy of the 
Monument itself, executed by Mabley, which he 
sent to me. I hope you like that portrait pre- 
fixed to Collier’s fine edition. It has all the 
intellect in the upper part of the face, with all 
the sweetness and sensibility in the mouth, which 
I fancy must be genuinely like. How that face 
must^ have looked when it was penning some 
certain passages we wot of! Can’t you picture 
it to yourself as it must have looked when writ- 
ing Lears curse, and then think of it as it must 
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have smiled when writing some of FalstafFs jests, 
Touchstone’s quips, or Dogberry’s humour? 

Mar. 21. Excuse great haste in closing this. 
God bless you, dear sir! and pray believe me 
Yours faithfully, 

M. C. C. 

Mar. 36, 1S51, 

Craven Hill Coitage, Baysvvater. 

Dear Enthosust: 

I HAVE just written — on the preceding sheet 
of note paper to this — to Mr. Jerrold, to 
thank him for a copy of “ Punch ” (an advance 
copy, Mar. 29) which he sent me this morning by 
post, directed in his own hand. You must know, 
I always kiss that handwriting when I see it, . . . 

Mar. 28. Last week I had the pleasure of 
sending you a letter of chat, which I hope you 
duly received. How pleasantly sure we feel now 
in sending a letter to a friend I All owing to 
that blessed post I 

I suppose you will have seen, by the time this 
reaches you, that Mr. Oxenford has been giving 
an English version of Moliere’s fine comedy of 
“Tartuffe;” in his hands we know how admi- 
rably it will be done. I am such a hermit 
now that I never go to the theatre; but the first 
nig|;it of Tartuffe ” at the Haymarket was a 
great temptation. However, I was prudent, and 
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(lid not venture into the hot theatre and the 
night air. I often say that there are only two 
things now that would take me inside a theatre 
■ — ■ a new play, by cither Leigh Hunt or Douglas 
Jcrrokl Yes, perhaps, Rachel’s acting. Do you 
know her acting? It is the finest tragedy since 
the elder Kean’s time ; and in some things she 
reminded me much of him, the gestures of her 
hand especially. In both of those tragedians 
there was a poetry of suggestion, that I think I 
never saw in any other acting in equal degree. 

I am absolutely without news to tell you, so 
at once conclude with the non-news that I am, 
dear friend. Yours faithfully, 

Mary Cowden Clarke. 

Kindest compliments to Mrs. Balraanno and 
the wicked lord deputy. 


April 2, 1851, 

Craven Hill Coii'Ace, Bavswater. 

DitAU FRIRNOi 

M any thanks for a kind letter dated Mar. 

19, enclosing one from Mrs. Balmanno, 
and one for Mr. Mason, which latter of course 
was posted forthwith. Pray thank Mrs. Bal- 
raanno very cordially and sincerely for her kind 
praise. It is no alight source of self-congratula- 
tion to find that the T^les have favour with a 
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mind i)[ Hucli ('Icgamu; ami rormomcnt as Imrs 
cvidtiiUly is. In those “fast” liino.s as Ihoy arc 
oallod, when .stmtimeiit and {■^ontirous fooling and 
artislio task! art! vnlod .slow, it is a privih'go to 
find roadoi’.s who have .sympathy with .studi lhlni(s 
as jirofess to lie hut "silly .sooth," and to "ilally 
with the innoeonen of low, like, this old aj-jo." ' 
You have once or twice in your lellor.s, dear 
sir, hinted at the iioieenlhii.siasin of (ho two 
worlhier inemhor.s of the ‘rrilumiinale, and .sup- 
pose that they have not a .suffteicnlly lii^(l) esli- 
nialion of your " Idol." N<»w pray, let mo 
disalmst! yon of .so unjust a .suspiriitn, 'I'liey 
only too penerom.ly rale the worth of their 
"little woman," as she’.s sometimes calhsl. 
'I'hey Ire.il her with a .sen.siMe, rational candour; 
they p,ivo her feolinj's and opinions no h;.sH 
weight than their own, ami yet with all the 
frankriefis anti plain-dealing they would use to a 
man — the very usage in .slmrt, whicls a woman 
in the relation I hear to them would wt.sh to 
reet'ive at a husl»amr.s and Itrother'a hands. As 
Itt tlear ohl Alf, he ami I, when wo were miles 
of eliildnai, .shared |)oekeL-nu»ney, hooks, loy.s, 

^ , [t h f^\\\y 

Ali«t H.tIHrK llit^ iiiimt riivr ut 
l.lkc llto mM 

•^‘"Twrlfih Aci lli Hr^ne IV. 
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all our possessions, in common. We were what 
we called partners, and we used to agree that 
when we grew up I should keep his house for 
him, and that we would never marry. Fate has 
so happily managed that I actually do that for 
him, even though a wife, and am his housekeeper 
as well as my husband’s. For twenty-one years 
after my marriage we all lived together in my 
father and mother’s house ; but when our parents 
went abroad for the benefit of my mother’s 
health, and the other members of the family had 
dispersed, we three formed ourselves into the 
Trihominate, remaining in the cottage. There 
are not wanting those who will tell you that, 
notwithstanding her inferiority to the others, 
M. C. C. is Alf’s favourite sister ; but he is so 
good a brother to all his sisters that it would 
be difficult to decide which was his favourite. 
With regard to the other member of the Tri- 
hominate, I tell you all when I tell you that 
Charles and his Molly have long been noted 
among their intimates for being married lovers. 
In short, my dear sir, they are only too fond and 
indulgent; but to tell you the truth, I can’t find 
it in my heart to wish that they should abate 
one jot of their indulgence. I consent to think 
less well of their judgment, while I owe so much 
to their favour. 
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N(f\v, U) cndoavoiir tti givo you .some itlca of 
llKiir porstuiH, in reply to wlmt you iiKpiire ahoiit 
them. Cluirles is tall, — I'm “just us high as 
his heart," as Orlando says of his mistress, — 
fresh-eomplexioned, of a joyous and enjoying 
spirit that has won him many fast frieiuls, and 
he is a universal favourite with tin* young girls 
of our ae<{uainlanee — an excellent test, you 
will allow, of a man's winning (jualities. Alf is 
almost the al>S(duU! reverse of the picture you 
have painted of him. He is of mi(hlle stature, 
a regular burly hinglishiuan — brown hair and 
03'es, a good-humouied mouth, ami with a deli- 
cious bass voice; which I hope you'll hear some 
day, if (’ver lh.it pleasant possibility should tipen 
into a reality, which you think may bring you 
to Mngland. , . . 

Kneeling is due but to that “ Incomprehen- 
sible Power" of whom you speak, Let me send 
you a .specimen of homage to that Power, which 
I would li'll you appears to me a line and pure 
piece of homage, were I not one in heart and 
soul with Its writer; 


HYMN TO con 

U\ fUv Oir \A\iv ilrpili m! r, 

AipI ♦•m itn* all Ik hf iliy nulrl 
yi\ ttlMlhP Im liir* l*ranly i\( (liy 

Spiril I viiilii cakMrtil I 
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Tills ^ yU*Uh. 

For nil llioHo Ilia'll and /^raclomi tlioii^^litn (li.ii lovo 
O’tT ull iliy works } for nil ihc laio iloll!;ht*i 
()( oyo ami our» lumionious foniPi aiai nImIiih 
Oi (U'qiOHl InvjUh ; for this 
Willi all its lomlor Itsivo.s and Idos^iominK, 

And dnlnly amcllH (hat steam fiom 
For miiiny days am I silent nhinin|( nl^dii'i \ 

Foryoulli, and mlrlh,, ami la altlii (lin'danliM with snmi(s« 

As luscious rroaniN are tinned with 
For hopq — sweet hope I inn tiimrlnus of alloy \ 

For pearefnl thoiij^hlfi, kind Ian s, lovln^j Intarhii 
That Miek out all the poison fiom dhdiesH • • 

For nil tlicso kI((h ! oifer ^lalididn and joy I 

CAW. 

As I am indulging in tlu! atnjugo-t’gtiism tif 


sending you C. C, C.’s verses, lei me send you n 
sonnet which I think will prove to you wlial I 
endeavoured to impress on you respecting his 


enthusiasm : 


TO MY OWN MAKY 


I feel my flptrll luimhlnl when you call 
My Inva of Home a virlun; \ Is the (ui t 
Youimdf have pluyml hm fixM mej lor ilm heart 
Will anchor where Hh tnMsnro is ; ami hmall 
Ar Is tlio love I hear you, 'l In my all < « 

widow*#! mite, coniparM with voiir denrri, 


JJ.CTTKRS TO AN J-INTHUSIAHT 


Ai'uir. 4, iK5r, 

CIiarlt'H (incloses Ihc lock of hair' you desire, 
with many thanks for Iho feeling which inspired 
llu! wish to possess it. Jhit he parlieidarly re- 
cpiesls that you will not think of carrying out 
your jjrojKml to share* the other veneialcd lock 
you speak of. It will be itt far heller hands 
where It is at present. To tell you the Iriilli, 
my dear sir, — I hoptt you won't think ill of us 
for ill — we are but sorry relic picservers. Nor 
have W(‘. ('ver luicn colh*clois of Auloppajih*^. I 
trust you will not dcs|>lsc us fttr such a piece of 
bad lasl(* ; but so it is. And I frcl it light can- 
ilidly to confess to you our defect in that mailer; 
as, after all, we sink ourselves less in the estlma* 
lion of a true friend, by a sincere confession of 
error, than by an affetHation of an tin possessed 
taste. 

Pray, my dear sir, do not be .so anxious .about 
possible rt'pctl lions. Persons who write ton- 
•stantly and fully to e.ach other must needs tr- 
casionally re\ieal news nr subjei-tf*. My dear 
mother and I, who are almost journal like in our 


I *1 hU Uh k h^lr h lirnivn, li kty ♦ 4rirftsMv in 

A within thk Irllrr, **l,»wk t imuUn 

h4ir tuitjnl hy hpr hw^lmitih my 

kimimr iUjkWAWa/' 
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letters, make a rule to care no jot whcllu'r we 
repeat or not. Ilosidos, in being loo anxious 
lest you should send a repetition of a formerly 
told story, you may, by leaving it out, di'prive 
me of a very pleasant relation, H(! not ('areful, 
then, as to whether you rei»eal or no; .snfliee it 
that your letters are extremely pleasant and 
entertaining. 

I am sure that I ought to make apologies, if 
apologies arc at all needful, for tin; eg.olislieal 
detail with which my IctUa's to you aliound; but 
you have made me .so [lerpetually feel that your 
" darling ” is the most int(!re.Hling subject I can 
choose for you that it is partly your own fiuilt, 
my dear sir. Like Tony Lum[)kin'.s speech to 
his mother, I may .say; "Ecod, you've .spoiled 
mo, so you mu.st e’en take mo for your pains I" 
With this pleasant reflection, I take my leave 
for the present, and subscribe myself, d(;ar fiienil, 

Your grateful 

M, 


Ai'Uii. a.ptn, 

Oravi'N Hir.u Ctui'Aiir, luv;,\VA‘im. 

Dear T?m'iiusrAST ! 


I HAVE to thank you for two charming letters 
of March 26 and April 8. Let nu' hasU'u 
to relieve you of the principal source of anxiety 
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in the last. It would be wrong to doubt the sin- 
cerity of the repugnance you express to have one 
of these stories dedicated to you ; yet allow me 
to say, I think your modesty in declining it ex- 
cessive. Why should you allege the being “ a 
poor clerk in a public office” as a reason against 
receiving the sincere homage of a friend ? “A 
man’s a man for a’ that” — very often a better 
man “ for that,” inasmuch as he chooses to earn 
his own bread instead of being obliged for it to 
other people. . , . Surely rank has nothing to 
do with “insignificance,” “worthlessness” — as 
you plead for reasons; “The man of indepen- 
dent mind he looks and laughs at a’ that." 

A piince can make a belted knight 
A marquis, duke and a* that} 

But an honest man ’s aboon his might, 

Guid faith he maunna fa’ that* 

For a’ that, and a’ that, 

Their dignities, and a’ that, 

The pith o’ sense, and pride o’ worth, 

Are higher rank than a’ that.” 

At the same time, I feel that I have no right 
to press the matter. I can readily understand 
that a feeling of modesty such as this may appear 
very differently to another than it does to the 
person who entertains it. I will only thus far 
presume on the privilege we women have of per- 
severing on a point where we have set our hearts 

[<5i] 


LETTERS TO AN ENTHUSIAST 
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— I will ask you whether you would have an> 
objection to the dedication thus worded : " Tt' 
her known and unknown friend ‘ The American 
Enthusiast ’ this tale is gratefully dedicated by' 
Mary Cowden Clarke.” Now, my dear sir, IhiH 
will respect your scruples of modesty by not 
suffering your name to appear, at the same limn 
that it will gratify my wish of inscribing one of 
the tales to the kind friend who has given mo .Sf> 
large a share of his heart and won so large £i 
share of mine. He and I will know the secret, 
while to the world it will be suffered to remain 
a mystery, perhaps somewhat piquant and inter- 
esting. What say you ? But still, if you have 
the least objection remaining, tell me so frankly, 
and the dedication shall even thus be cancelled J 
there will be still time, if you write to me by re- 
turn of post. 

You will perceive by the date of this letter 
that I received your last on the eve of the day 
you are proposing to celebrate in a proper sj)irit 
of hilarity; so that I am able to think of you 
during your birthday delights, which is very 
pleasant. I am up at six, writing O23posilo to 
the windows you wot of; the April freshness l.s 
on leaf and grass, and there is a merry rogue of 
a throstle, whistling up in the elms “ with his note 
so true.” Charles is sitting beside me at the 
[62] 
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Hiinu) writini.'’ ;uvay at Iu'h how < oursc fur 
tho London Institution. I will st'iul yon tin: 
syllabus that 3'ou may soc; Ibal ho is ocoupiod 
will) tho approjtiialo subjoctfor tho day. U was 
.almost saorilop;t! to ((iioto any other jiool tlian 
I/itusi'lf this imu'ning; but disir true hearted 
Ibirns lias a ri}\ht, if anyone has, to bo (pioted 
and revolletl in <tn Slmkospearo's day. 

1 luivo to tbanic you, cle.ar friend, for llm vijpi- 
otto " ‘a <‘opy in eaeb hitler, U is exliianoly 
taHt<’ful; and wens it not .so much mi>re eon.so ' 
nant with tin; ICnlhusiast’s foelini',;* than cemsisteJtt 
with tho merits of llu' lillle woman llnacin bou" 
oured, I should say it is vt‘iy eliarmin}.';. Now, 
howevi-r, carb lime I look at il, I am obliged to 
remind myself of Ibe w.trmlhaiul Icindnessof the 
(mlbusiasm that (n’ornpled il, in order to couie 
teraet llu; sen.so (tf humilialion with whi(‘h il in* 
.spires me. ( fver honourinj.', .so far from inspiriiij.' 
pride, rather inspires niorlilii aliun, rousin)^ lliu 
conseiousnes.H <»f shorl(*omin}.',.s and un worthiness, 
in lieu of such imputed excelleiH'e, With repard 
to re.semblanee, Alfred, e, specially, thinks il like ; 
ami with a ( ourlesy of allowance, il is prob.ddy 
v<'iy liki‘ what I was when I fii.sl bi'p,an my 
lalnmr of love. I was then jn.st twenty, As the 
in;m .s.ays in one <tf Kmiwlc.ss plays, "d'hou 
hasl worked wilh Iby j*eneil ami .slate, MaHtur 

t f'J J 



LETTERS TO AN ENTHUSIAST 


Thomas,” ^ and therefore you can tell how many 
years have elapsed since the one in which I told 
you I wrote the first line of the Concordance ! 
You made me smile by what you said about the 
eyelash. Why, my dear sir, all young ladies give 
their portraits good eyelashes ; and Emma is no 
exception to the rule of young lady artists. Be- 
tween her and your artist, M. C. C.’s profile has 
been softened down and improved, until it is so 
comely that I can only wish, etc. I flatter my- 
self I am half as good-looking. But “ something 
too much of this." Charles bid me thank you 
very cordially for the copies you are so kind as 
to promise him; and theTrihominate all join in 
acknowledging the kind spirit which prompted 
the execution of the vignette, and the honour it 
is intended to do them. I had already antici- 
pated what would probably be your answer with 
regard to the Face, and I do not fancy poor Will 
Warner has been so good a manager as to get 
his work yet known across the Atlantic ; in this 
anticipation, therefore, I had already written to 
Warner desiring him to send me the casts. 
They are arrived. One I mean for Nice; the 
other I hope my dear Enthusiast will do me 
the favour to accept from his “darling," in re- 
membrance of her and of our joint Idol, whom 
^ The Hunchback**^ Sheridan Knowles* 
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it presents so faithfully. There is even the in- 
equality of the muscles of the face on either 
cheek, which Warner so graciously pointed out 
to me as marking the probability of the monu- 
mental face having been taken from the life after 
death. (A Hibernianism ! but forgive it.) What 
a divine face it is I It is a fitting external inter- 
pretation of the brain that informed it. “ How 
noble in reason I how infinite in faculty I ... in 
apprehension how like a god ! ” ^ 

I have written down to Whittaker’s to en- 
deavour to obtain a copy of the print affixed to 
Collier’s edition, my favourite portrait of him. It 
hangs close to my bedside. It is one of those 
portraits that look at you, and I have a strange 
fancy for turning toward it whenever anything 
vexes or peiplexes my sjurit; the expression of 
those bland, benignant eyes full of intelligence, 
and that mouth, full of sweetness and sensibility, 
seem to have a supernatural power of reaching 
and sympathizing with poor humanity and con- 
soling its struggles, with their divine influence. 
I shall hope to obtain the copy in time to enclose 
it in the case with the Face, which I trust will 
leave England this week. It will be delightful 
to me to think of your looking upon these two 
effigies of our Idol and sharing with me some of 

* “ Hamlet,” Act IT, Scene IT. 
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the delightful thoughts with which they have 
supplied me. 

No, dear sir, I do not at all think it “passing 
strange ” that you should choose to be “ in perfect 
cue " when you sit down to the rending of certain 
Tales that you honour with your ai)probation. 
I can too entirely sympathize with such whims 
of feeling to find them strange, I like to be in 
a happy mood, a meek state of soul, a fit frame 
of being, when I sit down to the perusal of cer- 
tain writings I like. I can’t bear to be disturbed ; 
I like to yield myself up to all the emotions and 
abstracted fancies that such writings engender. 
I quite agree with Charles Lamb in his essay 
on “ Grace Before Meat.” Why have we none 
for books, those spiritual repasts? and grace 
before Milton? a grace before Shakespeare? a 
devotional exercise proper to bo said before read- 
ing the “ Faerie Queene ” ? One likes to be 
choice in the seasons as well as the selection of 
boohs. Charles and I have but slender time for 
reading. What do you think wc do ? There is 
a certain one-quarter of an hour or twenty min- 
utes after breakfast when wc wait for Alf, who is 
apt to come down later than wc do, and during 
that period Charles reads to me some dainty 
morsel. Just now we have a bit of Bacon for 
breakfast — Verulam Bacon, I mean. Wc are on 
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a course of that fine relishing old fellow, and racy 
and savoury and pungent and exquisitely choice 
do we find him upon reperusal. We once went 
through all the ” Paradise Lost ” in the same way. 
At another time, Woi'dsworth’s “ Excursion,” and 
his lovely Sonnets. A mere taste such as this, 
daily, of such fine matter, sends one through the 
clay with a well-attuned spirit to meet what the 
work-a-day world hath in store. 

I knew you would be pleased to have the de- 
scription of the place your “ darling ” inhabits ; it 
is so pleasant to picture the precise environments 
of those we love. 

With the kindest remembrances of the Tri- 
hominate to Mrs. B. and yourself, not forgetting 
“ the Wicked Lord Deputy,” pray believe me 
to be 

Yours affectionately, 

M. C. C. 


May Day, 185 1, 

Ceaven Hill Coitage, Bayswater. 

My dear Enthusiast: 

A ll the world are gone to the opening of 
the Exhibition, of course, but here is your 
" darling ” playing Cinderella, having given her 
Abigail leave to go and see the show. This 
little nest looks as quiet to-day as though it 
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were not within a stone’s throw of Hyde Park, 
where all the globe’s people arc congregating to 
meet the Queen of England. I hear it is to be 
a very grand affair, indeed — the state carriage 
and cream horses, a procession almost like a 
coronation day. I have just seen Alf off, — and 
some home-made gingerbread, lest he should 
starve, sliut up in the Crystal Palace for all tho.se 
hours. He, as one of the choir of Lincoln’s Inn 
Company, of Bencher’s chapel, sings in the Royal 
music that is to greet Her Majesty there. For- 
tunately, it is lovely weather, a bright morning. 
I trust it may not turn out showery, for the 
honour of old England, lest the foreigners have 
a laugh extra at our climate. 

And now to reply to your last kind letter, dear 
sir. I read it in the Park, through which I walk 
each morning with my dear nien-folks, on their 
way to business. It was very delightful to my 
feelings, as you may suppose, to think of sucli 
an honour paid me so far away West I To be 
toasted in champagne bumpers by a reverend 
gentleman and his three “womankind ” is indeed 
a proud privilege. There is something exqui- 
sitely flattering in the thought of having inspired 
such a piece of vivacity in such beings. Pray, 
tell the Rev. Mr. Tracy, when next you write to 
him, that his kind compliment made my heart 
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dance for joy, and if I had not hei'n oul in I lydi; 
Park I might liave literally roinmilU’d the va};aiy 
of dancing for joy. As it was, the heing in tlx; 
open air, while such glad fts'lings petssessed me, 
had the effect of giving me the notion that some 
of the pleasurable emotion eauM'd by his .ind y<mr 
kindness, by .sympathy travelhal back to those, 
who originated it. I wonder whether you or the 
Rev. Mr. Tracy, about ten o'clock on that [tarlh:- 
ular morning, wore eonsc'iousof any .symp.ilhelie 
impression that cau.sed you to h*el nnne than 
ordinarily jocund? My mother has .sfrone, no 
lions on the ,sul)j('etof sympatliie.sol Ibis Idnd.and 
her eldest daughter inlunits s(nnt'whal o( her 
creed. I don’t know whether I (old you that 
your kind doctor — Dr, Htoriar of Helena, yon 
know — desired m(>, as I valued my health, to 
walk daily, .so I aecomjmny my men folks of a 
morningon their way to town, as far as the Mai Me 
Arch' — old Cumberland gate, you isnnember. 
The post generally comes in befotv they le.ue 
home, and we read our letters to each otln-r as 
wo walk through lh(5 Park; so I ofim .nj-.v 
tho.se of my dear Enthusiast in the oj.m .or 
— a double delight 1 

This heing May morning. Charles he. just 
repeated to me Miltons lovely .soiij'i he c. me,v 
gone to Dean Street, ami I h.ive s.it ilowii to 
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chat with my kind Enthusiast. Let me wish 
him and his dear Mary joy, on this the anniver- 
sary of their wedding day. My dear Richardson 
makes his heroine say that the anniversary of the 
wedding day is a happier day to a woman than 
the day itself, and I cordially agree with him. 

Who should come in, c|uite unexpectedly, the 
other morning, but Emma? The Miss Rolls 
were impatient to return to England, and so 
they left Naples, and came home unannounced. 
The Neapolitan Government are curiously pater- 
nal in their postal arrangements, choosing what 
letters their children shall receive. So it unfor- 
tunately happened that Emma never received 
my last letter to her there, stating your wishes 
with respect to the Vatican inquiries at Rome. 
I have hardly seen her yet; so that I have had 
no time for a quiet chat with her, to tell her 
all about the honour you have done her sketch. 
She will, I know, be perfectly astounded, for she 
has a most depreciating notion of all she does. 
To find, therefore, that a little sketch she made 
idly one evening, while Charles was reading and 
I working, merely to employ her pencil, has been 
made so much of, all across the ocean, will be an 
incomprehensible marvel. 

I beg your pardon, my dear sir, Dowton was 
not before my time. I remember him well, as 
C70] 
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if it were but yesterday. 1 )ejir M iss I .am 1 > ’ told 
me once, as a child, to lake ,m‘eal care in remem - 
bering actors that f then saw ; as, if I lived lo he 
an old woman, it would he ple.isant to tell dl ih' in 
to those younger than niys<'lf. I nanemher '-he 
told me this on the oet:asioi» of my heiiij' l.iLen 
to see Munden, on one of his last iieifoimant I's. 
lie played Old 1 )ornton,'‘ and (aaek Ihectihhier. 
that night. In consecjiumce of beloved and wi-.e 
Mary Lamb’s hint, I have him as well lixed in 
my mind’s eye as lhou{>;h he had been M-en by 
me last week. I fancy 1 set> him now, a--, in the 
latter character, he hovered round (he l.dile 
where stood the; brown jii",, saying, " .Sim le e/ n 
tleman has left Ids ale," and, after an im tiablo 
glance at the audience, addine,, "and ••<000 
other gentleman ’ll drink it I" j can in all (he 
exact intonation in which many of the n»>id. 
were uttered by some of the great .n tois I tin n 
saw and heard. So valuable is .sm h .1 hint 
from sueh a woman lo a young g.iil, fan I 
ever forget the subdued, oily lom-. of liowi..n 
as Cantwell, “ calling to hi.s neplnov " f haili s !'* 
in an early scene of the play; and aflefi^.n.e* 
his haughty, imiierious, violent voire, v.lnn he 


* Mih. (,‘link(" w.iH M.ny u.nni-. 

* "Uo:ul lo Uiiiii." II..I<-i-i.n. 

“ Ur. Ciiiilwcll, in •'Til.! ily|.o, Oi,-," I.y lu, l,fe.U!l. 
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shouted to him; or the tremendous depth of 
concentrated malice and defeated will with which 
he uttered that one word " D — n,” in the same 
jilay ? 

I envy you your remembrance of the glorious 
Mrs. Skldons and the enchanting Mr.s. Jordan. 
I have heard my father speak of Mrs. Jordan’s 
laugh, and from the way in which he spoke of 
her I have always fancied slic was one of his 
boyish flames. It must be a great treat to wit- 
ness your imitation of Cooke's Sir Pertinax.^ I 
once saw Young in the character. lie was very 
good, but, I have heard, greatly inferior to 
Cooke in the same part. I always liked Young's 
comedy better than his tragedy, with the excep- 
tion of his lago, which was fine. But for 
tragedy, what could equal Kean’s Othello ? It 
shakes me even now, to think of his mode of 
uttering, " Not a jot, not a jot I ” And the whole 
of that grand thir<l scene of the third act was 
one of the most awful representations of a pas- 
sion-stirred man that can be conceived. Some 
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sounds in the dying scene of Ins Sir (iilcs 
Overreach? They make ino IremhU;, only lo 
think of them. At the time, I lecolltn l, limy 
made mo almost ill with awe. I Iuiv«‘ Ix-llu night 
me that I have made some mistake in he lit* vine, 
the first of May to he your wetldiiig; tlay. I 
remember, in one of your le.tlers, your telling 
me that since your marriage you ami your Mary 
make holiday on that day annually; anti so 
I probably fancied it to he your wedilin;> tlay 
from that cireumslanci;. 1 lately int|niietl, too, 
whether Angelo were ytnir only chiM, ami sim e 
then I liave rccolleeleil that in one of yum* 
letters you speak of your l\vt> htiys, W'ltal is 
the other one’s name? . . , 

There is something very pretty ami alti.u tive 
in the name of Hrooklyu. Is it usnlmrh of New 
York, or how ? Tell me a litlh; ahmil it. 1 1 .m 
fancy your passing your evenings very jtlea-.aully 
with so aeeomplished a wife, with your iwt. mium. 
and with your literary ami artistic lastt's, I flmt 
you are in the habit of writing late at iiiejil ; doe « 
it not try your eyes? U often ama/es im* in ttnd 
that you can write that .small and exijni aii ly • nt 
handwriting by eamlle light. My sigjii wun'l h i 
mo write at night, and 1 ;un some ye.n*> VMims i, 

I was horn in ihot). .so that I am moie liun’ 

" fat, fair, and forty;" though not niueh of the 

L V3 J 
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firsl;, utul .still lo.ss of IIki sc(.'<iii(l, I was 
to .say that 1 lusutl you .say (liul I havti .\v<v/ yon 
.say) ill at yon have roaolu-d snvculy; nosv it is 
a glorkms privilogo Ui bo ablo to wiiU' .snuli 
a boauLifnl loi>,ihli; hand as yoins, by candin 
light, aftor huvini*' lookod n(ion Iho world for so 
many years, i lavt; yon any soni'l, lor iirrsorving’ 
such an eagle sip, hi? If so. pray imparl it to 
mo. I have sometimes pielnred to iny.self yonr 
face. I believe I have e.onu' to no very pri-ei.st! 
linear notions alionl it, bul I h.ive a p,('ner.d iin- 
pression that it must be .soiuelliinj.;; like that 
venerable friend’s of jean I'atil Kiehter, uho 
says of il: "In his .sevenly'secoiul ye.ir his f,u:e 
is a thanksgiving for his former life, and a love- 
letter to all mankind." I can im.ijpne yonr 
voice,-'" I am aloviir of pleasant-speaking voiei-s, 
— and I fancy it clear, ringing, full of hilarity ami 
full of eortlial .sympathy; I I'.tn imagine it .s.iy. 
ing the very kindest things in a playful lone. I 
wish Mrs. Ilalmauno would tell mu what il is 
like. 1 have a notion you have somewhat 
roguish I'yes — liki! l-dlislon's ; I forbear to 
question Mr.s. llalniaimo on this point, Charles 
tells me he remembers your f.iee peifeeily ; and 
says you are tall. 

The young blackbirils are flown. It is very 
pretty to see the parent birds Hying to and fro 

In} 
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and hopping about the grass plat, busily collect- 
ing food for the little ones, who flutter clumsily 
about among the low twigs and sit hunching 
all of a heap in the hedge, waiting to be fed. 
It is very pleasant to have them so tame about 
us. Our garden is almost the only spot left of 
the aboriginal enclosures that used to be so rife 
at Bayswater. 

I fancy the house you mention at Westbourne 
Green as having belonged to Mrs. Siddons is 
no longer in existence. Hosts of new villas 
have sprung up in that neighbourhood, displac- 
ing the pleasant old-fashioned suburban homes. 
The Great Western Railroad crosses the neigh- 
bourhood ; the ground has been raised to a 
higher level all around ; and that beautiful man- 
sion and ground which you probably remember 
near there as having belonged to some noble- 
man was converted into railway offlces, I be- 
lieve. They have been pulling down the old 
wall that skirled Kensington Gardens along the 
Bayswater Road, replacing it by an iron railing. 
This will be an improvement, affording a view 
into that charming place; and we hope they 
will give us a gate not far from the end of our 
lane, so that we shall be able to walk to town 
through a part of the gardens as well as through 
the Park. 
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A friend has sent Alfnal some' lovtdy plan Is 
of gc'riiniums and cimn’arias ; lilcc' a kind hndin'r, 
as ho is, he has hroughl up two of Uu* funner 
and pul them on iny writing t.dile, knowing 
how I love (lowers. I nu'lose out' of I he ex- 
quisite petals, tlu)Ugh I (ear it will not retain 
its colour. . . . 

With 'I'rihominaU^ kinde.sl g,reetinj;!i, Indieve 
me to be, dear friend, 

Your.s I’.ratefidly, 

Mauy (.iowni’.N (a..\UKi-. 


I'. ,t A. At., May ay, 

(liuviN (lii.i, (VnuA'-i, |i\\.,\vvi 1 

Deau ENTUOfiiAfri’ : 

Y our letter of the I3lh arrivi’il yestertlay, 
bringing nu! the unweltaniie news of your 
having been so .seriou.sly ill. I cannot sh’cp for 
thinking about you, aiui so g<!t up to chat with 
you on paper by this eharining .soft inorniniv 
light. The sky looks so cle.ir and (dondless, 
and all is so extiuisitely still, that i( seems as 
though the S|)irilH of friends could havs* fieer 
communion, writing to (sieh other at iuieh a 
time. It is a great comfort to know th.tl you 
arc bettor. I know how terribly w<*.tk and de> 
pressed that fearful inlUieu/.a leaves the frame ; 
[ 76 ] 
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so liiat f trust the, sml tone of your letter arisiis 
priiu’iijally from that clause, and that your next 
may hriuj^ mo. word of your ('lUiro rooovory. 
You may nsadily imap.ino how it UuKihed and 
deliijhltid mo to lind lluit my lollors afforded 
you satisfaction dtu’lni'; your illm;ss. It is imlood 
a |)rivile,ip: to ho allowed lluis to minister to a 
frioud’s couifort at the time ho most needs 
symj)athy and solae(*. 

I havt^ to acknowledj^<', dear sir, a most 
charminf]; lidlor of yours dated April 2 '/th, a 
nolo to tlliarles, <»[ llu' a^d, aiul a pa('lait fi’om 
Doll’s coidainini^ th(! euj'.ravinp.s you so ohlij*- 
iue.ly soul us. 'The porlr.iils are very piotly; 
lull lu'tween ourselves they e.in .si'areely ho 
called illus/>'ti/io)t.\\ at least of the girlhood 
heroines. Helena and Isahella, by their viuy 
dresses, are the, 1 lelena and Isabella of the idays, 
not of the 'rales. 'I'he latter pieluro might, 
I think, have been calletl “Sister Aloyica” 
better; but as Mr. 'roots .say.s, “ It'.sof noconse- 
([Uenee, thank you!" I think Llu' '‘Venice’' 
parlicuhvrly good, both In itself and as an illus- 
tration. Many, many thanks for your kindness 
in sending them to me, ami for the. American 
copies of the stories; it is a proud and pleasant 
thing to see one’s self in 'rransatlanlic print! 

I have been very closely at work lately; «o 
t77'J 
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much so that I have, not yet Ih'imi to llu; Iv.Yliilii- 
tion. Incleccl, I have Ixvn out nowlu'n', Yc.s, 
I’ve hacl three c.stK‘<;i:il treats (his Sfu-.uii; uiui 
was the drcsfii rehearsal at Dovonshiu' [I(uis(>, 
and to which my helovisl ni:\n:ij>t>r iiwiU'd in 
his own kind way. I had llu; j’.ratifM'uliun of 
seeing several veiu!rate<l fata's iunong the andi 
ence, aswcil as on the sta}-/!- lioniniird lilmary 
and artistic heads, fangli Ifimlw;i.s l)n'i(', and 
a scat happening: to (usamie v.ieaiil by my sid(>, 
he did me the honour of coining' and ooenpying 
it of his own accord, with om; of )iis (urn grace- 
ful and graciou.s speeiilic.s. f had thus an 
opportunity of mcnlioiiiiig you to him ; he bade 
me tcH you of his cordial reinembrance, wlien 
next I should write to you. 'fo Miss Kelly 
also I had an opportunity of speahiii!'; in the 
drawing-room, where the <;ompany avseinldrd 
previous to the perfonnanee, f lolrl Imrof att 
entlutsiastlc admirer (»f hcis, who spoKc of lu-r 
as "darling little. Ivellv," for lhal .-.lie livc<l ilui.; 
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' — for \vhit:l\ he kindly hohL ns lickols ; and llu‘ 
olluir luy sittiiifi; beside him at a dinner parly 
Soon after. 'I'lial is one. of the. few pieasiirt;s 
of an J’',ne,lish dinner jnirly; if you do happen 
to .sit inixL to a pleasant person, yon can rnijoy a 
very snne,' ehal. How passinp; dtdii’.hlful then, 
wluin yon liap[)en lohe jilaeed near loom' <if yonr 
idols. I am a l)il of an idolater, yem know! 

'I'alking of idols there is one. of niim' in 
town now, who indni}>ed n.s list .Sunday evenine; 
with several hours of her mae.ie poieney. Slui 
is a (ierman lady, who has UtH'llunrn at her 
lint^vvfi' ends, and heller slill, in her .sold, ^ihe 
has a prodij'iou'i im'inory, and ean pl.iy .i whole 
library of hi;, eneh.inlioj'; sonatas hy he.nl. 1 
think 1 never heard her play moie diviix-ly than 
•slu' did l.u.l Snnd.iy, I was r.iplinltt ihe sevenlh 
Heaven. Siieh mnsieso play<'d ptil.s one's hearl 
and mind into a happy inootl for houis, nay, for 
day.s aflerward.s. 'I'ln* .snn has risen, and there 
is stieh a pjorions lipht upon the jpnden, annmyf 
the trees and upon the gntss. If yonr dear Mary 
eonhi (tehold it, 1 atn snre it wonUl inspire h<’r 
with somethin}' v(;ry charmin}' ; it is tpule a 
poet's lip.ht. U is a }p('al privilege to have sneh 
a spot to look out npon fiom oneV* Itetlntom 
window, liviii}' so iie.ir to the heart of a p.re.U 
tnulropolts like London. 'Htere is not a day 

1, 7‘j ;i 



LKTTKHH 'I'O AN KN'l'IlUSl AS'r 

passes but I am tpalefnl ib.il il is i.o, hiu alas, 
they are rlosiu}'; rouiul us with tlirir lniil(liti!>s 
— their odious " improvemeuls," as lla-y call 
tluMii. I saw a I'olX! fiscil lo otic ii! the elms in 
the field yesterday aflenmoti; (lie rest of ihe 
dear old tret's wen' iiiaiiceti. I eonlil faiiey I 
heard the llamadryads moan; 1 Icuow 1 diii, 

I cannot express lo ytni, my ilcar sir, how pro- 
foundly f was touched by (hose p.tv.a;-cs in your 
letter of the s’/lh April where yon aUiihiUo a 
hajipy chalice in yonr mmal hchu' to the ch- 
cumstanee of our fiii'ntlship. 'hit make her men 
friends happier, therefore heller, is funely the 
highest' prerogativt! of woman. It .i •mhllc 
compliment, dear frittnd, and like yonr kii«l self 
lo pay it lo me, I assure you it m.ule me very 
happy. 

You ask in (hat letter whether (‘h.ules or 
Alfred wears a moiislaelii'. Neillier. My It.dian 
brother-in-law (lij'liucel wears a long he.ud, ami 
indeed looks like tme of ‘I'ili.uis mthlt'ineii 
.slopped out of his frame. 1 le is voy liaiulnmue, 
and this fashimi soils his style of etmiiteuancu. 
My liltl(3 niece ami gtidehlid, Mary Scrie, when 
she first saw Hut CornU. calletl him " the gentle- 
man with hair on Ills face." 

My mother’.s address is simply; hfadiune No- 
vello, Casa Salir, Nice, Sardinia, Nice Is as much 
C«‘*J 
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a French place as an Italian, in the language 
used. The people speak mostly a wretched 
patois, compounded from French and Italian. 
Once when Charles and Alf and I made a pere- 
grination among the mountains in the vicinity 
there, we fell in with a man in a lonely campagna, 
who could scarcely make himself understood by 
us. We could comprehend his native courtesy, 
through the kindness with which he brought us 
fresh water from the well, and grapes — such 
grapes ! 

I have to thank you for the paper you sent 
with the announcement respecting Mrs. For- 
rest.^ I don’t wonder at your receiving hearty 
testimonials of approval and honour for your 
giving your support to the cause of an oppressed 
and injured woman. What an incredible ruffian 
he seems to be ! 

Thank you for the manner in which you 
sanction the dedication as it now stands; it 
gives me great pleasure. When my mother first 
learned my plan, for the book of Tales, and we 
discussed it together, she said: "You should 
dedicate one of them to your friend the Ameri- 
can Enthusiast, Victoria.” I told her that I had 
already thought of doing so. We are in the 


1 Wife of Edwin Forrest, the acton 
6 [ 8i ] 
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habit of consulting oach other in family council 
inmost things we inulertalcc ; and it is i»lcasant 
to find among jjeoplc who love itiich other so 
dearly* and who have so many ideas in common, 
and so entirely the same inlenist at heart, how 
frequently and strikingly this is proved, by our 
finding out that we have severally thought of 
identically the same things previous to consulta- 
tion. Many thanks htr your kind inlimalion that 
our young friends, “the girls, dance olT nmrrily ! " 

And now to re[>ly to your very kind olTer of 
sending mean American bird. I should like une, 
of all things, especially as your gift, 1ml- - you will 
excuse my being as trank cm this point as I have 
been in all the like cases with you — I own I 
have an insuperable objection lo keeping ti bird 
in a cage. It is this very ftmling wlueh makes 
me take so much ckdight in the birds in our 
garden. I can watch them from <1ay to day; 
nay, they are so tame that they come <;<mslanlly, 
and I know them individually. lUit they arc 
free — they are at liberty; ami I have so much 
of the Englislnvoman in me as to make that an 
essential part of my <!elighl in lookiug upon 
them, to know that they are, s<». Do not bi*. 
displeased with me, dear .sir, fin* being thus can- 
did with you in response to your Uiiul offer. 

Trusting soon to have news that you are quite 
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well and strong, and with kindest wishes and 
regards from the men-folk, believe me to be, 
dear friend, 

Yours affectionately, 

Mary Cowden Clarke. 

Best compliments and regards to Mrs. Bal- 
manno and the Lord Deputy. 


June i8, 1851, 

Craven Hill Cottage, Bayswater. 

Dear Enthusiast : 

I AM enchanted to find by your last letter, 
dated 23 and 29 of May, that you are re- 
covered from your severe attack of illness. 
Pleasant as your letters are throughout, the 
most pleasant words in the last were those of 
its concluding sentence : " Thank Heaven, I 
am at last comparatively well.” Charles and I 
only yesterday went out for the first time to the 
great Exhibition. We are such hermits, and so 
very busy, we have not afforded ourselves a day’s 
holiday for an age, until yesterday and the day 
before. On Monday we went with a country 
friend, who for years has gone with us, to the 
Royal Academy filxhibition. 

I like each season to see what Art is doing 
among the moderns. There is a droll school of 

[83] 
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young men jusl starlctl up, wlio uio calh-d, or 
who cull lliciuHtilvcs, llu! I'to-RuHucllilc;,. You 
can liurclly conceive of a tliiiie; nioie luilicioiu, 
I'han Ihoir protUiclimis. Tltt'ie is one- a ]iie- 
I'uro of "Manana in llu; Mftaled (iraiu'.e" of 
TennyHon by a young arlist of llx* name of Mil- 
lais. Wonderful I Why lab^ a poelieal .sidtjeel, 
and Ireal it s(t ullerly nnpoelieally ? M.irian.t, 
if such as Mr. Mill.ds represenis her, alinosl jus- 
tifies Angelo's dostu'l ion I /\n<l llu‘ woisf oi it 
is that these young’ men possess undoulile<l 
ifiechauical skill. There is an ellls l of lamp- 
light in this very picture <'xtrcmely lieauliliil; 
and the rat on the lloor is une.veeplionalily 
painted. Hut M.ariana h(!rself is indulg.inp, in a 
most portentous yawn — actually strt'l<’hing her 
self, or else ascertaining the fit of her drt'ss l>y 
pressing down the waist with both hanils heliind I 
Lc.slie is charming as usual this year; he is 
always successful in his .Shakes|teare sulijeels, 
and this one is the famous acting, -hi ml between 
Falstaff and Ilal. 

Afterwards, we went to the Exhibition of Old 
Masters in Pall Mall, a treat that (ibarles and I 
always give ounselves annually. It is a great 
privilege to have the best gems culled from 
private collections and presented for iniblie en- 
joyment once a year, 'I'Iuh year there i.s a cele- 
C84J 
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bralocl “Three Marios” of Annibale Curucoi, 
Ijolong'ing' lo Earl Carlisle. Whal a terrible 
truth there is in this small square of canvas ! 
'I’he ant’iiish, the passion of woe, in the face of 
Mary Maj.'(lalene is positively awful. It aflecletl 
me so violently that I could hardly trust myself 
to look at her countenance: (sach time T glaiKKsl 
at it, I fell into fresh aj'italion. Those grand 
old fellows trusted to nature; if tluiy were, lo 
give you a woman in grii;f, they gave; her to you 
in all her swollen features, luu- red eye.s, her ugli- 
ness of .sorrow; but they kmnv how lo redeem 
the mere mechanics of lluur art by (be fei'liiig, 
tlu! ideality, tlu' sublimity which belongs to pas- 
sion, You are moved by their touches, as you 
are by those of that other masUu'hand, at once so 
simple and .so pri>found. “ Hut yet the pity of 
it, lagol O lago, the pity of it, lago!” I will 
not enter into the ((ueslion of the gnsat Exhibi- 
tion, you will have seen an account of its wonders 
in the paper. .Suflu^c lliat Charh's and I were 
more than delighted lo the degree of our anlici- 
pation.s, and that is saying all. 

I entirely sympathi/.e with what you say, so 
charmin}','ly, about the inlluence of llui open air 
upon llu! fe(!lin!',s and tlu; (;onseious power of 
writing. 'I’lie worst of it is, that powtu* loo often 
exhales with Hie transitory consciousne.ss. Still, 

i: «s ;) 
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I shaU os[)ocially like lo have the map er 
skolch of New York you promise me, anti Uio 
sketch of your parlours. It will he so very ph'as- 
ant lo see the H])ot precisely of ycuir tlaily wlu'ro 
abouls. I am goiujjf to he very hold, and lo ask 
you a favour. Will you make nu; just such a 
caiullc'shade us you de.seribo? I sliall likt: to 
have it in constant use, when we are enjoyiufi; 
our 'rrihoininatc (|uiot eveninjifs. 

Thank you for your piu’soual <loscrii)tion of 
yourself. I am glad y<»u an; bald ; I reverence 
a bald head. My father is veiy bald ; <nir Idol 
is very bald, on/suit: his hea<l I 1 'll .stuul you an 
engraving we. have of my father, after a pieliire 
by my brother. It is allowed, hy all who know 
Vincimt Novello, lo bis an admirable likeness. 
I would with pleasure comply with your wi.sh of 
.sendiui'; you a cutting of that geranium, hut I 
don't know which it Is. Alf .seml.s up lo my 
room such a succe.ssioii as not lo know which 
ha[)[)e'ned to be the. one on my table, at the time. 
However, I’ll ask him for a culling of a very 
beautiful new .sort, which I 've heard him spisak 
of having liad lalisly. I have not seen Mr. Put- 
nam yet, hut .shall have much pleasure in meet' 
ing him ag’ain. 

1 )o yon kiujw anything of a hook calleil “ 'i’he 
Scarlet LcUer"? It was recommended tome, 

L'H?] 
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by a lady of whose judgment I have a high opin- 
ion, the other day. The author, I hear, is an 
American, His name — which I suspect to be 
an assumed one — purports to be Nathaniel 
Hawthorne. That, and a spirited sketch of a 
Custom House scene and its clerks, associated 
the work naturally in my mind with you, dear 
sir. It is by the author of “ The House of the 
Seven Gables.” With “ The Scarlet Letter ” I 
was extremely interested. There is some power- 
ful feeling, thinking, and writing in it ; and there 
is great originality in the story and its treatment, 
though one of the characters reminds me of 
Henbane, the physician, in Scott’s “ Fair Maid 
of Perth;” and another of a human Undine. 
There are two of the chapters every page of 
which I think I scored with my pencil as I read 
on. Pray tell me if you know anything of the 
writer. Some touches made me think it was 
written by a woman ; but on the whole I am in- 
clined to think it is a man. 

One of the objects of art that most especially 
charmed us yesterday in the Exhibition was 
also the creation of an American, I mean the 
“ Greek Slave,” — a small marble statue by Mr. 
Powers. You have, of course, heard of the 
admiration which, I believe, it has generally 
excited here. Charles is enthusiastic in his 
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by a i>i!t ’ 't ' ; > i;) 1 li.t vc a luVji opin- 

ip!i, ill' uila I ‘ I hopi, is an 

lii •'ll. t. . I' - I SLlSpi’c! l(t b(; 

ail , 1 ', ^Hint'll < ' it) be Nathaniel 

Tlaullioim;. ' . . .i a '-piiilcd .sketch of a 

Custom Ih.Hi • ■’>.! it; t Icrks, associated 

the wiuk ua" '. . m> ii'v 'oind with you, dear 
sir. It is L'v 'i’. I'olnj' t;l " The I louse; of the 
Seven Cial 'll"’." V' di “ I Ik; Scarlet Letter”! 
was cxliemely into' a.i tl. I'luTe is some power- 
ful fcilin”, thiukiiv', and wilting in it; and there 
is great oiiginality in thestoi'y and its treatmeni, 
though one of^ |t|lig,,ciia}'ac,tpff / rcinind.s me of 
hlcnbane, the physician, in Scott’s “Fair Maid 
of Peith;” and auolher of a human Undine. 
There are two ;yl the chapters every page of 
which I think 1 ‘.cored with my pencil as I read 
on. {’ray t*'!! me il you know anything of the 
writer. Some toadies made me think it was 
written by a woman ; but on the whole I am in- 
dined to think it is a man. 

One of the objects of art that most especially 
charmed us yesterday in the Exhibition was 
also the creation of an American, I mean the 
“Greek Slave,” — a small marble statue by Mr. 
Powers. You have, of course, heard of the 
admiration which, I* believe, it has generally 
excited here. Charles is enthusiastic in his 
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praise ; says it is worthy of the antique art. It 
is exquisitely simple in attitude; very lovely in 
form, with the expression of the countenance 
finely illustrative of the subject. It is sorrowful, 
even resentful, yet not the least sullen; it is full 
of beauty and even gentle sweetness, yet indig- 
nant. We were very much struck with it. 

Among the Italian sculpture there is a group 
of Dante’s “ Paolo and Francesca.” We saw it in 
the Brera gallery at Milan, which had an exhibi- 
tion of modern art when we were there in 1847. 

I little expected ever to have the delight of be- 
holding that group again, especially in England. 
It is finely poetical. The figures are absolutely 
floating on the hell-storm. The expression of 
both faces is admirable, but especially of Paolo’s. 
It is very great. The sculptor’s name is Gaetano 
Motelli ; I remember taking it down at the time, 
for the sake of its delicious Italian euphony, and 
for the sake of the high excellence of his group. 
My sister Sabilla sent me over a pen and ink 
copy she made for an engraving of it, knowing 
how deeply I fell in love with the original ; but 
I little thought I should have the delight of be- 
holding itself again. Do you know that your 
birthday is in the same month as my Charles’s ? 
Mine is next Sunday, June 27. 

Friday, June 20. To-day’s post has brought 
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US our weekly ddiglit in tln^ .slinpe of a "Nice 
letter." All well, lliaiilc tloil! With kiiiileHl 
rciuciuhranecs to Mr.s. Ualiiiunno, Mr. Anj’,<!lo, 
and y(»ur.sel(, helievti me to he 

Ymir.s faithfully, 

Mauv (‘owoi N (’l.AIlKi:. 
Trihominale’s regards to the Hrooklyn *riio. 


Jiitv .1, 

(lllAVI'U Flll.l. (‘niov.f, H\V..VVA0H, 

DkAR 1''ATII1!H-IN-U)VI‘, ! 

S INCE you have invented th.il |Helly title * - 
I have to thank you htr a charining hnig 
letter dated June 13th, ami also fora kind little 
note by Mr. I’utnani, conlaiiunglwoC.eoige the- 
Third silver pieces and a silveiy di.slieh. [■‘or 
each and all, thanks. I InnnjHily leioilled All's 
share, and as for the skipping rope, I shall sern- 
pulously invest the money in that article next 
wlnl'cr. I liav(; fora long lime foiiinl an e\«el- 
Icnt sub.slilule for exerd.st; - in this most change- 
able climate, when a <laily walk is out of the 
r[ueHlion‘ — in a shower hath every morning; 
nothing ))uls such vigour into hnlh fr.tme and 
spirit. It is delightful In find you (pilte resloii d 
to your own clastic .self; taking a walk of six or 
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eight iTiiles without fatigue, and “charming well 
again.” Long may you continue so ! 

Mr. Putnam did me the favour to call upon 
me one morning after having been to the Exhi- 
bition. It was pleasant to find him so enthusi- 
astic about the beauty of our dear old Kensington 
Gardens ; he seemed quite impressed with the 
charm of the place. I don’t wonder ; in itself 
it is lovely. But immediately after the glare 
and excitement and giddy wonder of the Crystal 
Palace, to come through that quiet green place 
under the fine old trees must have been espe- 
cially striking. He seems to have much quiet 
enthusiasm, — a pleasant quality. Alfred after- 
wards met him at a public meeting, and had the 
pleasure of some conversation with him. He 
very politely brought me some of the tales printed 
by him, and expressed himself very obligingly 
concerning them. This, among other gratifica- 
tions, I owe to you, dear sir. 

Your account of your “ common American 
mechanic, in a workshop of seventeen pair of 
stairs ” and of what he said, charmed us all as 
you may imagine, extremely. It is a fine promise 
for the generation to come, this intellectual rev- 
erence and intercommunion. This mechanic’s 
acquaintance with and love for the Warwickshire 
yeoman’s works, and those connected with him, 
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must inevitably be for his happiness and im- 
provement. Evviva printing and steam com- 
munication! It is curious your mentioning a 
wood-turner whom you knew so intelligent. In 
the great Exhibition Charles and I were admir- 
ing an exquisite group of wood-carving, next to 
which stood two common-looking men, and mean 
in dress. The remarks we overheard them make 
to each other concerning the workmanship and 
execution of the carving were so intelligent that 
Charles joined in their conversation ; and I assure 
you, their mode of expressing themselves and 
the knowledge of their craft that they discovered 
would have done honour to a highly educated 
man, and greatly enhanced our pleasure on all 
accounts. 

How charming the effect was of that little 
passage in your letter where you describe your 
having been to look at the glory of the full moon, 
in the midst of your letter-writing. This blend- 
ing of the enjoyment of nature with the exercise 
of the faculties is one of the highest privileges 
of humanity. It gives a poetical charm to daily 
existence ; and then the immediate effect of this 
in the midst of your writing to me — it gave a 
charming reality and presence to the letter. It 
is this “ writing of the moment ” which to me 
imparts the peculiar fascination of Richardson’s 
[92] 
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Klyl<‘, I iini a admirer of Ricliardson ; I 
mala' a point of readini'- Ids “ Clarissa "and “Sir 
Cdiarlt's" alU'rnalely, about every otlier year. 

I know that yon would bo jdoasod at iny nion- 
tioniiif'" Ibal 1 bad mot I bnii'las Jorrold. I ought 
to have lold yon that Iho aolini>' of tbo ooinody 
was adiuirabl(! ; his was oxoollonl. It was a pity 
ho oonld not have, put Ihoso inlolhiotual ojs's of 
his int(» hi;> poola'l, for llu^ truer personation of 
Mr. Soflhtsul. Ihif it was liest as it was. His 
drunken seene was exeelltuU. Still better his 
afUir seone ; where the (pialms(»f his<'aronso and 
liis reinoiso hanul him eipially. ( Tailes I )iekens 
is a great a<‘tor, a liiu' aet<ir. \V(‘re In* lud pre- 
<inunent as an author, and that w(^ (‘an’t .spare 
him in that eapaeily, it were to bo regretted that 
ho is not on the .stage. Hut this too is far best 
as it i.s. It was very iihsisant, your mention of 
Mr. I’ritehatt and his new-married wife, and 
that they .shoukl have been able to tell our hair 
Ihusiast that they liad seen u.s at the Lomlon 
Institution. 

You ask me where I usually write. In my own 
room, the room I dosorilmd to you so minutely, 
knowiui* your enthusiasm would lakt' pk'asuro in 
the detail. I am ,so addle-brained if I have the 
least dislraotion when I write, that I shut my.self 
up in my den at that time. 'riuiTs a byword of 
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ours you must know, " (lennish." My sister ('c- 
cilia^ somolimcs ooiiH'S over l(KS('e nn', and sin* 
steals uj).stairs to niy mom and ik‘<‘[)s in and says, 
"Arc you dvnnish? Or may I conu* in and have 
a chat with you?” You ask nn* wltellicr I do 
not find i(: a doli}?IUfiilcm[iloynn*nt to write these 
talcs. Indeed I <lo. So intense is my <*njoy- 
ment of my subject, and so interestinj'; and <*.\- 
cilin}< to me is tlie. endeavour to work it out, 
that it {fives me a pleasure which I shonld be 
afraid to confess to any one but my l^nlhnsiast. 
I hope to finish my twelfth story to-day, I have, 
just about another day's work to do to it, so I 
am up at this early hour, halbiiasl four, and have 
had my shower bath, that I may not Irein b upon 
the time I devote to It, by wntiiu; thi** letter then. 
By this management I get two pleasures into 
the day. 

I don’t know the Vandyke iiorlrait you men- 
tion, the Gonsalvi.'-’ In what colleelitm is it? 
Dear Dulwich, where the other poiliait y<iu 
mention — Sir Jo.shua's Mrs. Sidtlmis i'i em 
shrined I What an e.xipiisite place, is that Dub 
wich gallery, in the midst of a garden, set in 

' Cecilia Novcllo, a well-known coiircU htni'rri nt-urlt*.! lo 
Tliomas James .Scric, Un*. <trat«.(iic, umtnir. 

* llic (ionsnivi is in Wlntlsor (.'nulic, and is by Ij^wiciu'r, tn>i 
Vandyke. 
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the midst of a lovely English village I Many a 
charming dreamy day have Charles and I spent 
there together. Once I spent a clay there with 
beloved and honoured Charles and Mary Lamb. 

I shall delight in seeing your Mary’s “ Comic 
Mask ; ” and how very very kind of you to be 
making that “ batch of plaster casts ” for us. 
How we shall dote on them I Charles tried his 
best to take the impression you desired of the 
little seal-ring, but though he made several trials, 
none succeeded. He has therefore forwarded 
you the ring itself by Mr. Putnam, that you 
may try if you can succeed better. There are 
also one or two impressions of other of our seals 
in the box, that you may see how we have tried 
and failed. Sulphur did better than plaster, but 
not jDerfeclly, — our want of skill, I fear. The 
Trihominate desire kindest remembrances to 
Mrs. B. and yourself. And I beg you to think 
of me always as Your affectionate ]y[ c C. 


July 24, 1851, 

Craven Hill Cottage, Bayswater, 

Dear Enthusiast: 

I HAD the pleasure of receiving your kind 
letter of the 8th last Monday, How truly, 
in your delighted reminiscence of those visits to 
the R. A. private views, do you confirm John 
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Keats’s words, “ A thing of beauty is a joy for- 
ever ” 1 Assuredly the enjoyments of art are 
lasting. The sight of a picture, a group of 
sculpture, not only brightens that hour in which 
we enjoy it, but casts a reflected light through 
a long vista of years to come. It abides with you, 
a treasured possession of which nothing can 
deprive you. I am afraid some of what you say 
about the Greek Slave’s proportion must be 
conceded as true. Charles owns it, so do I, on 
reflection. But can it be true that the sculptor 
of that figure had the bad taste (to say no worse 
of it) to disparage the “ statue that enchants the 
world” P I will own to you that there are points 
about that statue that do not altogether please 
me ■ — I hold very much with Leigh Hunt’s re- 
marks about it, in his late-published autobiog- 
raphy ; but still, there is so much of loveliness 
in it, that it seems unworthy, especially in one 
who is himself a sculptor of a feminine form, to 
pick out its faults. Yes, I have seen Flaxman’s 
beautiful outlines ; they are very fine. But do 
you know, Charles and I cannot agree with 
you and your Mary in allowing him to be the 
Shakespeare of art. With all Flaxman’s maj- 
esty, he is cold, and where will you find one 
line in the “ Poet of Poets ” that is not instinct 
with lifelike warmth ? 
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1 lluinic you R)i- tlu; pi-oniised nuipH of yoiu* 
luuinl.s; (lu;y will hi; ilelij^hlfiil to me. AUso 
for llu: 'i'asseun gems. VVluiL a pleasure will 
lliey he iu themselves, and in the eireumstaneo 
of their owing their t;xistene(; in their i)resent 
form to a pair of loving hands (hat undertook 
so long; a task from pure enthusiasm and kindly 
feeling, I The shadii-stands will he doted on for 
the same reason; though it was a piece of im- 
pudenta; of which only a modest woman would 
havi; heen eapahle to downriglit ask you to 
niaki; them lor me. 

Your account of your Angelo and his mute 
dane loves was very amusing. lUit the eircum* 
sl.uiee of his mentioning those "nymphs " to his 
mother delighted me, 'l“hc lioy who makes 
a confidjinte of his mother is secured from get- 
ting into mischief, Wi.se anil happy tin; mother 
who cneourage.H sui’h conlidence. from her son. 
In speaking of the sever.d individual trait.s per- 
ceptilili.' in your two hoys, you may well e.vciaim, 
" What doe.s it all augur ? " The distinct differ- 
ences to he Ir.nced in memhers of the sami; 
family, with the future fates indicated vaguely 
thereby, are some of the most curious and inter- 
esting’ speeul.'itions po.ssihle to a parent. 

I am sorry to Und that this new pioposed 
dress for women meets with your and Mrs. ilal- 
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manno’s disapi)rob:ili<)n. l''roiu vvhal liUlo I 
have heard of it, it secniod to nui to proini.se 
well for convenience and comfort, e.speidally 
in travelling or exploring. Wlnm we \vere at 
Nice, .seranibling about the lovely eampagnas 
and mountain paths in the neighbourhood, I 
confess I have often uttered an internal anath- 
ema against the abominable inconvenience, of 
petlicoat.s, and have actually planned !i blouse, 
and trousers for my own wear, should 1 m'er 
again go on an cx|)edltion with my dear men- 
folk. If you had ever known the irritation 
of spirit and obstruction of limb cunsec|nent 
upon making your way ^eiticoalcd through aloo 
hedges and up sleep rocky a.sccnls, you would 
not wonder that a poor unhappy mortal woman 
.should a.spire to free hcr.scilf from those femalt; 
trammels, llesides, one needn't be om' whit 
the less feminine for donninj'; troiis<‘is and 
nbiuring .skirts. Charles has of((!n proved that 
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li(;r in two of her chiiraclors, und was parliiailarly 
struck with lior delicacy and taste in execution, 
as well as the purity and sweetness of her tone. 
Her (Mch'iici's are perfectly niusician-Iike, so 
admirahly in ]cei^[)ini;;‘ with tlu; style of the sonjj. 
We have with us at this nuiinent one of the four 
most divine voices I ever heard — to wit, Mali- 
br.m, Miss Stcivens, Jenny Lind, and C'lara 
t iijfliueci. 'Phongh she is iny sister, I venture 
to own to you that hers is the tran.scc'iulenl one 
of the four, supnuucly beautiful as the other 
Ihret! are- -or W('re. Malihran's (in', Miss 
.Stevens’s rich weip;hty fuhn^ss of toiu', Jenny 
land's charm of delica('y, are all present to my 
recolli'ction ; hnl tlu're is a cerliiin ([iialily in 
C-’lara's voice that j.>oes dintet to the liearl, and 
while it combines the charatderistics of the others, 
has yet a .surpassing luratity of its own, which, in 
my opinion, renders it the voice (»f voices. To 
you, who have not heard her, this must at i>rcs- 
ent .scum the partiality of a sister; .should ycni 
ever lutar her, I know that you will admit it to 
he imue trutii. 

We are v<'ry happy, as you may .supixtse, just 
now, in this addition to our family parly. The 
Clounl and she arrived from Lisbon a week ago, 
in excelh'ut health and .spirits, notwithstanding 
the odious sea voyage. My youngo.sl sister 
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Sabilla, also, is paying a visit to England just 
now. She arrived from Nice about ten days 
before the Gigliuccis came from Lisbon. The 
only drawback to our pleasure is that we must 
part again so soon; for our Trihominate trip to 
Nice is fixed to take place in a short time, so 
that we shall have Clara and her husband here 
during our absence. But thus it is, pleasures 
are apt to come in heaps when they do come, so 
that we have to choose between them instead of 
being able to enjoy them successively. To tell 
you the truth respecting what you say of Charles’s 
" sweet disposition ” in allowing my Enthusiast 
to write to his daughter-in-love as he does, I 
rather think Charles takes nearly as much pride 
and delight in the affectionate tone of those 
letters as I do. Mind I say nearly, not quite! 
But the fact is, if there is one thing more than 
another which peculiarly appeals to his gratifica- 
tion, it is commendation and liking of his little 
wife. You truly call his a sweet disposition ; it 
is unselfishly, generously happy in the approval 
of his other self, and it has its only proper re- 
ward, — her entire and devoted gratitude. 

What kind of weather have you just now ? 
Here it is abominable. How the foreigners must 
laugh at us poor English people and our climate I 
Yesterday pouring, to-day pouring. Yesterday all 
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the London world was invited to meet the “dis- 
tinguished foreigners now visiting us,” in the Bo- 
tanical Gardens, But ye gods, what a day for an 
al fresco fete! It was impossible to hope to go! 
And as for the Exhibition, with the indomitable 
spirit of Britons, tribes of country cousins may 
be seen trudging daily across Hyde Park, with 
tucked-up or draggle-tailed skirts — oh, those 
petticoats I — ankle-deep in mud, resolved not to 
be vanquished by weather. It is terrible 1 This 
changeable climate is the only drawback to dear 
old England, but I own it is a serious one. 

With all our united regards for the dear En- 
thusiast and his dear ones, believe me to be 
Your grateful 

Mary Cowden Clarke. 


Aug. 14, 1851, 

Craven Hill Cottage, Bayswater. 

My dear Enthusiast ; 

O UR visit this year to my dear mother and 
father has been fixed to take place earlier 
than usual, so early as next Thursday morning at 
half past two — Wednesday night, rather; you 
may therefore imagine we are rather in a bustle. 
Notwithstanding, I cannot leave England with- 
out saying a word of good-bye to my kind father- 
in-love, lest he should write to me during my 
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absence, and be uneasy at the delay which would 
occur in my reply. I thank you very much for 
sending me those two highly interesting letters 
of Mr. Putnam’s. The second andved by the 
morning’s post ; Alf was so amused with it, that 
he had some thoughts of sending the paper to 
Mr. Ernest Jones. . . . 

Your account of your steamer trip across the 
bay, of the glorious beach, the sand smooth and 
firm as a floor, with the blue Atlantic rolling in, 
and of your feast of raspberries, was perfectly 
delicious. It is a curious coincidence that just 
as your mention of your enjoyment of rasp- 
berries reached me, my sister Clara — when we 
dined with her the other day — had some rasp- 
berries and cream expressly for me, having re- 
membered it was a favourite dainty of mine years 
ago. I wish you could have heard her, last 
night ; she made this bit of a cottage ring with 
her enchanting tones, so full, so loud, and withal 
so exquisitely sweet ; she sang us some of our 
old choicest favourites. We had quite a musical 
treat; and so long we hermit Trihominate have 
famished in this respect that it was doubly and 
trebly dear to us. 

We were extremely interested with your men- 
tion of Daniel Webster ; and that little touch of 
yours afterwards. 
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Wednesday, Aug. i6, io A.M. I have just 
heard the guns of the “Asia” go off, — •charmed 
me. 

W^EDNESDAY, Aug. i6, 1851. I kept my letter 
unclosed until to-day, lest a letter might arrive 
from you that I might acknowledge, but now 
close in all the hurry of packing. God bless 
you. 

Mary Cowden Clarke. 


Ocr. 9, 1851, 

Craven I-Iill Coitage, Bayswater. 

Dear Enthusiast: 

O N our return home from our delightful 
two months’ Italian holiday, the first 
thing that struck my eyes on entering our own 
little snuggery (it was late at night when we 
arrived from Folkestone) was one of my kind 
fathcr-in-love’s gifts, the cedar tub that stands 
beneath my cabinet and holds my papers. Then 
I saw a piled-up heap of letters that had accumu- 
lated during our absence and awaited us with 
greetings from friends, lecture business, etc. 
Among the pleasant handwritings was yours, 
my dear sir. Then a little note from Clara, 
who had just left town for her Manchester en- 
gagement, told me where I should find the case 
from America, the key, etc. Then next morning 
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canic llic ildij'Jil of oix'niiij’, Iho oast; and lichiiltl- 
ing iho [;lorit's enshiinod williin. How am I lo 
thank yon .siinicionlly, tloar fallior-in-lovt', I’m' so 
luuulsomo, so charming a prosonl ? It almost 
confuses me as much liy its mimilioonoo as it on- 
chanisme by its kindnt'ss and its lnM;ano;i tif ait 
entertainment What feasis thirinj'; the otmiing 
winter evenings you have |(rejiai('(l lor your j'.iale- 
ful (laughler-in-Jovt; ami lier two men lolk 1 We 
shall salinate onr eyes willi jfiaeefnl I'm ms and 
intelleetual associations, ami so g,o to bed in Ihe 
finest possible frame foreiijoying pleasant di<‘a ms. 
Thank you a thousand limes for .so beanlilnl, 
so gracious a thought, a.s this {ixtjnisitt; lilth; 
casket and its oonlenls. At [ire.seiil I am so 
overwhelmed with work that 1 tlau* iml allow 
myself more than a peep into each tlrawer of an 
evening, when I feel I have earnetl a ri|;hl tti an 
hour’s relaxation ; but I am like a heroine of stum; 
fairy story, who hugs liei.self in Ihe kimwledgt' that 
she is i)os.sessed of the key of some stoielmuse of 
infinite delights; and this i.s atlelighl in it.self 
during tin* daylinie. 'rhe opening of tin* liox 
and Iheeoming toeaeh heaiilifully packed artiele 
was as bewileliing as .some of lbo.se visionary 
godfather gift-hoxe.s of childhoorl. I used lo 
dream of them in my young ea.stU'-iu-lhe-air- 
bullding clays; and now in my grown-up days I 
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mn hiiving llu'se droains realized. A rare hap- 
pinoHS to have, in nialurity, the acUial of one 
childish ideal ! . . . 

What a j)ieasant anecdote that is about your 
director.shii) of the daucinp; aca<leniy. 1 doled 
on dancinjj; as a pirl. I am old enough now, 
alas, to be able to tell you that I was made very 
lu'oud once by a eomplimenl from Leigh Ilunl 
on my dancing. A po('l’s llaltery is oiu' of the 
fi!W kinds of flatUny that are not only to be 
endured, but to be weleonual. We forgivt; the 
hy[)erbole for the sake of Ibe honour and glory. 

I do not wonder at Mr. Putnam's jiapi'rs on 
the Mxhibilion being "copied and lauded." 'Phey 
we ri! admirable ; Ihe Trilmminale were dcdigblod 
with them, and we thank you very heartily for 
sending us copies, and enabling us to enjoy them. 

You interest me highly with your account of 
the original unpublished letter of Hums on the 
.subject of women. There was a glow, a feuwour 
of feeling in him respecting them, that all but 
extenuates .some of hi.s errors toward them, and 
that makes all he say.s in their honour of the 
warmest interest to one of their own sex. Is 
this letter likely ttj bo given to the world in 
print? If so, I .sludl beseech a copy of my 
fath er-l n-love’s kind ness, 

Wliy, my dear sir, will you apologize for 
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“porpotuiilly llyiii!’' <>11 in.stu'h iurtiln-H'iil lian.sl- 
lions,” iis you call il, in yiir li'llcis ? It is ihclr 
very freedom un<l playful ease ihal make llietn 
so peculiarly pleasant. You and I to 

each oIIkm-'- " not rer/Ve. A staid, fminal leltcr 
is a trouhlesoine affair indeisl, hoth to wiiU* and 
to read. “Tlioii and I artf loo wise to write; 
coherently.’’ 

What U)vely fjtmis are those two copies of 
exquisite, eliariniiqf, ainiahle ( 'oi'o-ej'io you 
have sent me I I havt; put one in my ininiatnre 
Shake.speare (oitposile the passae.e ■" Who can 
sever love from charily?” I’ickeiiiu;'** r-tlition) 
and tiu! other I sliull ke(‘p for my niolher's. 
I am to make h(‘r an il Inst ruled edit ion ol niy 
own, crammed full of pietines, like a child's 
book. It was a lonj;; promeu*, and was to Imv)* 
been clone on iny conclmlinj,'; the thmeordam e ; 
but lime — lime- lime- -when .sh.tll I lind 
enough foi- all I have to do? No wonder yoiir 
C, H. friend Iritsi to Im.ix you with .i spin ions 
portrait of your "darling,” since yon played olf 
so suecuissful a "ham” iipnit him! Ilovs' can 
you expect to <\seape, you who are so wit ked in 
the same kind yourself? Do ymi know. I .mi 
chainuul with your dog's name. Il in tniiy 
poetical. Whose thought was it? Yuma or 
your Mary’s, of cour.se. 

ImfiJ 
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Your going to awaken poor Kelpie^ when he 
moans in his sleei^ is just what I fancy of you; 
and the account of your writing at night, and 
breathing the open air, and revelling in the 
moonlight at intervals, enchants me. This is 
the sort of feelings and pursuits you cultivate so 
wisely, and which will do more than anything to 
keep you going and abate the regrets that will 
occasionally beset us for the youth that cannot 
return. Give my love to Mrs. Balmanno, and 
tell her I thank her cordially for what you tell 
me of her sympathy and comprehension respect- 
ing the writing of those tales. You say, “ If you 
rise so early, when do you retire?” You will 
laugh when I tell you that, though a Londoner, 
I like to ‘‘ lie down with the lamb.” What will 
you say to the Trihominate when I tell you 
that they generally go to bed at ten ? We work 
so hard all day, and begin so early, that we are 
glad of early hours at night. This makes us 
dread j^arties, and accept of as few invitations 
as possible. We are terrible hermits. 

I remember the Gonsalvi you speak of. It is 
Lawrence’s portrait of Cardinal Gonsalvi, — a 
wonderful face of keen and astute intelligence, — 
in the St. George’s Hall, or the anteroom, at 


^ Mr. Balmatino^s dog, 
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Windsor Castle. Charles says he thought Ben- 
tivoglio^ was Titian’s. I’ll tell you a portrait 
that is a great love of mine ; it is in Hampton 
Court: Alessandro de’ Medici, by Titian. It is 
quite an Italian head — regular features, beauti- 
ful dark olive complexion, a countenance full of 
thought and intellectual refinement. The hand 
holds a book, with the forefinger pressed within 
the leaves, as if to keep a passage open ready 
for referring to again when it has been thor- 
oughly considered; it evidently occupies him 
now. Some of these portraits of the old Italian 
masters are more suggestive, more comprehen- 
sive, than many a historical picture full of 
figures, and I would infinitely rather have them 
for companions. At the same time there are 
some which, for their very force, I would not 
have constantly near me for any consideration. 
For instance, the portrait of Ignatius Loyola, 
the founder of the Jesuits, by Titian, would give 
me a nervous fever to have by me night and 
day, I verily believe. It would be like being 
haunted by an evil spirit as bad as poor Gretchen 
in the church, during the “ Dies Irae it would 
prompt all sorts of dark and evil imaginings, 
fruitless remorse, vain regrets. 

^ The Bentivoglio is by Vandyke, and is in the Pitti Palace, 
[io8] 
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Your souond IcUor is duUxl Axig. loth. It 
was llu^ vury day wc :\rriv(;d In Nice, fimlinp; iny 
dcrai' iuoIIkt wt'll, thank Clod, though sho had 
1)1*00 i)ooriy a day or two hoforo. Wo spout a 
oharminjif holiday with hor and iny doar fathor. 
Do you know, you woro ox<nusitoly associated 
and jirosont with us, each timo my doar inothor 
and I drove out togidhor, which wo froquonlly 
did. .She is ntit a very .stout walktu' now, and 
as air and ox<!roiso arc essential, Alfred nitdces 
it hi.s priviU'go to provide heu* with a little ear* 
riago in whit'h she can Ix^ driven out along the 
.shores of the Mediterranean. Well, as sho and 
[ u.sed to .sit .sido hy side, talking over all our 
thousand and one suhjoels of ehal, and inhaling 
the .soft southern air that comes xvafUal acn).ss 
the waters, wanned hy an Italian sun, yet tem- 
pered by the sea and mountain breeze, together 
with this "sijiced air,” 1 used to liiul mingled 
with It the delicious cedar .scent that is now so 
intimately connected in my mind with you and 
your kind gifts. The fact is, n\y dear molher’.s 
shawl lie.s in the cedar ca.so, and is o,x(|uisilely 
.seenUal in (lonseriuence. I sent her over the 
cedar ease, knowing how fond she is of this seent, 
--indeed, like most per-sons of delicate organi- 
zation, .she is keenly alive to the pleasures of 
sweet odours, — and it .stands in her dressing- 
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room and holds her furs, shawls, etc. So you 
see you often accompanied us in our drives. 
, . . Sometimes we used to have a laugh, when 
my raptures at finding myself with her again 
made me forget that we were still in the Nice 
streets, and I ’d cuddle her arm or fondle her 
hand. She said they would see how her English 
children ill used her. 

You grieve me to find you have actually 
ordered a copy to be made for me of your lovely 
ivory gem. My dear sir, you are too generous ; 
you will make me chary of expressing my inter- 
est and admiration in any of your art posses- 
sions which you describe to me. I should have 
been more than contented had you indulged 
me with a sight of it, as you have promised ; but 
to have a duplicate made of it is carrying your 
indulgence to your daughter-in-love too far ; you 
will spoil her. You are too kind, too lavish in 
your gifts ; I feel really ashamed to accept it. 

Your account of the artist and his conjugal 
vexations was very amusingly told. How good 
of you to console himl Veiy many thanks to 
you for your minute description of the plaster- 
cast process. I shall not fail to impart it to my 
sister Emma, and to give her your kind presents 
on her return to town. She is at present on a 
visit to an aunt in Devonshire. 


I can pruciKcly understancl what you say about 
your i)rofc;n iiigHim[)lo, songs to Italian music; it is 
a frc(im:nl taste with those who arc no musicians, 
but have a soul for music. How you woulddoto 
ui»on hearing Clara sing a Scotch song, without 
accom|janinicnt, which she learned in Scotland, 
I think the words begin “ () that iny love were 
yon red rose I" It goes direct to the heart, so 
sini[)lo in itself, so exquisite in her full, rich, cor- 
dial voice. And you should hear her sing that 
Jacobite song, “llonnic IVinee Charlie.” It’s 
enough to tear your soul out of your body, and 
make you snatch iq) a sword and go out and 
fight, for pure loyalty and devotion. Once at 
Ilerlin, when Lord William Ru.ssell, brother to 
our prime minister, Lord John, was ambassador 
there, she was at a jiarty at his house, and on his 
asking her for an encore to a .Scotch song, she 
saucily substituted " Awa, awal "which of 
course enchanted him with the pleasant impu- 
dence of the jest. So you see she docs sing 
Scottish ballads; although I claro say she would 
be mueh obliged to you for your promisetl addi- 
tional hints in the true pronunciation. I don’t 
wonder at your calling her by her Christian 
name, everybody does. We don’t say Mr. Shake- 
speare — darling Willie, dear William, beloved 
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I .should certainly have followed your 
lion in taking .some of the duplicates of tlu'geins 
to my dear mother, had they an ivi'd ludort' we 
left ICngland ; but as it is f shall hope to hav(' 
the pleasure next y<‘ar, if I go. I low beaulifnlly 
they wore |)aeked I 1 low kind of you, de.ir lalher- 
in-lovo I What (laiiUy follon that is which you 
put with them. It is so white, so delical(', Ih.it 
I think of making myst-U a (|uilt<'d while >..itin 
bonnet with some of it. Ask Mis, H. il ;.he does 
nut agree with mo that a(|uillt!d while satin hou- 
nct trimmed with swansdown is very pielly winter 
wear. If .she, .says yes, I shall wish 1 weie near 
neighbour enough of hers to ([uill her om* myself. 
God bless you, dear sir. May I Ii* .M-nd you many 
years of health, ha[)piness, and piosperily, pr.iys, 
in all sincerity, your affectionate daughli'r in- 
love 

M. (’. C. 

Charles has just told me that he has seen in a 
shoj) window an admirable portrait of your friend 
Mr. Ihirton, in the ehar.teU'r of Cuplain Cullle, 
Me says it is very spirited and dev(‘r, I forgot 
to a.slc you whether the ho.x of Italian fruits, 
which my mother tells me she ha<l ship[ietl from 
Nice for New York, at the beginning of the .sum- 
mer, has reached you yet, 
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Jammuv IM‘, 

*' ‘VUv vny nt \\\y luMi t Ik; 

‘Ihr hirLlllMf;r( nl iny 

t*MAM N Ihm. (tunAiji:, Hay^wau m. 

IVM iu<‘ joy, my dear sir : f yc’iU'nl.iy wrolo 
T lhi< Iasi liiu'ttf ihc rifU'iMii slorit's ; aiitl tiow 
I will rmiff.n lo ymi that I had my fran., it I look 
my Nii'i* Imliilav la-.l aulmmi, I mijdR loimd 
it im|n>'.!.ihli* lit riHuploU! my task in limo. Hut 
it is ai'r(imiili’*hfd, Ihv i;t<i/iiix/ 

'l lu* yt*ar lom hidtn! in a most wtmdnms 
way: il was a y<Mr of mai'vris, you know; llm 
I'iNhiltiliou lo wit! I nscivt'd a uo(o hy Ihi'. 
(rally |iif4 fioin a j't’ullciu.in in America, a 
mo’it d(Mr and endimaa'iliir fiiend of mine, i-on> 
lainiue, ihe most myiteiious hints of a surpassing 
glory and liiumph, "an homnir that I dreanurd 
not itl," an honour that it would have heen wild 
to have dnsuned <rf, an honouring (U)Ui|>liment 
from Amerit a to HnglaiuH from American 
gentlemen lo an haiidisli woman — a national 
( omplimenl, no It*sH than an individual one. , . , 
'The note seemed to imply that sheouglil already 
to he in possession of this same Irihute; how- 
ever, llnr d('lighl was noiu' the less for the spiee 
of my.slery that was Uins thrown around the 
niall(*r, for in all pnihahiliiy the chair alluded to 
in the note would soon arrive. Well, in the 
« i;«'4j 
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course of Iho morninj,'; u I'.onllcnian Irfl a cartl. 
This ])rovc<.l to ho Mr. (i. who .suh'i(!" 

qucnlly — that wry .illmiooii wiiito to ,s:iy 
that ho had r<‘ri'iv<;(l a oouiimuiifalioii Ikhu Mr. 
Ihilnianiio of Now York, rosprclinq tho I'latify- 
ing loslimoiiial froincili/.oiis of Iho llnitt il .St.jit's, 
and would foid ipoally (ddip.od if Mi;., ( (!. 
would porinil him to make a di'.uviii”, of Ihti 
chair and dosk for ilhisliution in the “l..ulioH' 
Journal and I’iclorial Tiiiios." More <'onliima« 
lion of tin's nnrat'ulonM ‘'f.lory and tiiinnidi.’' I 
of oour.se wrote to say I .should he t liarnied to 
accord tlu; permi.ssion for the dr.iwinj.' wlnm 
the “siller" arrived. . . . 

Your usual niode.sly and kiinl f'ciierosity de- 
sires that I will nol’e,\press iny aekiHivvleil|.*nients 
to yon for the share you have h.ul in hiinj-diiK 
about this most proud event.' . . . Only .Sh.ikf 
spoanAs own words eouhl In: fdroiij.' enouj'li; let 
me borrow them on this o»('asion: " lime a.s 
lonj? ajvain would he filled up, my hruther, with 
our lhanb; and yet we should, for perpetuity, 
go hence in debt.'"*' 

And now lot me endeavour to aeknowh-d^je 
with .some order your .several kind conununiea- 
lions since my return from Nice. One, dated 

> Tlic p«s«iUatliMi (if lilt* I lirtif, 

*• " Tlio \V!iHcr’« T«le," At l I, .Si.iato If. 
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llui .Jfilli mC OfL, ic:ich('<l nui on Lonl Mayor’.s 
(lay. II .lilt ndfd a ralltcr cunoiis oonfii-malion 
of wlial I h.ivc lolil vai of lhi> boauUful regular- 
ily of your li.uitlwiiliiie,. 1 had }pvtMi iny dain- 
iiols ihfy.ut' frttin Iho eouiUry and llicrefore 
[ti-fuli.uly inlt'ifslfd willi su(;h a T.oiulon si}*lit 
• Ic.ive to j',o anti ace the elvii^ show, Accord- 
iiit'ly, I \va‘< |tl. lying lletly for ihe nonets, and 
hi'.uiiii' tiif [Mfitnian’s ring al the ganlen gate 
hell, I ran tlovvn. In tin* poslhoN*, through its 
glass nidt*, I diM'finetl a letter lying, and .seeing 
what 1 llnmejit 'li.iigjd. printeil line.s through the 
eiiveltipe, eiaeiil.Uitl, "Pshaw, a stupid eireular, 
1 suppitM*!" when on turning (:o tlie address I 
reeogni-'t*d my tlf.ir haithnsiast's haiul. , , , 

You entpiire wlmlher (’harles reads my letters 
to yon, as he wtmld then havit a higher opinion, 
ele. 'I‘hi‘ fai l is, t‘harh*s has had an infinity of 
my lelleiN, .sueli as they are. We. arc never 
altM'nt littin eaeh other, hut we write to one 
another every ilay, minutely ; and even when 
we have anytliing particularly hateful tocommu- 
niealt*, wt* set it dtiwu in shorlliand. However, 
ttJ reply tlio'etly to your t|uestion, I do read him 
some of my lellei'.-^ to yttu, when I think there is 
any gossip iu which he will feel interested, and 
he enjoys all your very kiinl and pleasant letters 
to me. 


L «'S.l 
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Yotir next r<‘(:oive(l is (l.ilisl Nov. i8, 
coulains l!>o (lislrcssinji; oC youi' 

in|[( l)Oon ill of a {ovi;i', Uul your subseq^i 
k'Uor making no allusion to iiulispositioj 
liavn lui|)(;cl that you aio «|niUi recovered 
have not soon the vitliimo you men lion of 
" Senllmcnls and Simik’s," only noliced soq 
book has boon a<lv<M'liM‘(l as a Christmas 
book. ’I'ho illnslralnr is Mr, 1 Ininphreys, 

I inul' at Mrs. I.midon's, and whoso nain, 
clown for Sir Lnrins ()'‘rri}'.);or in the bij 
"The Rivals” that I soul yon, inniormed at 
house. I rcinendan’ he was a w.\y gcntlemc 
man, and idayod the di.irai tor extremely v 
I thank you for what you loll me of tl\e volii] 
of " (nrlh(M)cl *’ haviiij; boon prinlotl on lai 
paper, etc. It is pleasaiil to be in such libi 
bands as Mr. I’ulnain’s. 

No, my dear sir, 1 did not happen to soc 
hear of the book-tray at tin; Ivxhibilion, wli 
yon mention ; but there were host.s of beaut 
things there that I missed, as I .suppose mi 
others did. It was a glorious event. I supp 
you hoard of the banner with those lines ii 
our Idol, " Our revels now aiv ended," etc., b 
ing been hung Iroin <nie of the g.allones on 
closing (lay. Charles and I were present; ^ 
may bo sure our eyes were tnoislencd at 
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sigliU An<l tilt: cffirl of the mullitiulinous voice 
in " tiocl snvt: the yneen,” tlnit was sung on that 
occasion, was iini>rossive, even though the size of 
the hnihling rendeivd It inipossihle that it should 
he hanuonionsly executed. Some sang in one 
key, some in another; yet simiehow the effect of 
the whole was just that heauty of unison in feel- 
ing which is so fine aiul impressive. J lave you 
fouml the “begun letter" you mention? Pray 
fini.sh and send it. It will he interesting, from 
its having been commenced before you took the 
fever. 

Alfred duly received a copy of the newspaper 
containing an account of the .St. Andrew's festi- 
val, and a tr.inscript of those two fine songs of 
Mrs. llalinanno’s. We were i»erfectly charmed 
with them; ,so free, so animated, so full of spirit 
and feeling; they are beautiful. You must bo 
very proud of so true a poele.s.s, in .so .sweet and 
gentle and womanly a wife as your little treasure 
of a Mary must be. Like a true genius, she 
seems to be as modest as .she, is gifted. Ytai say, 
at tlu^ conclusion of this note of Nov. iKth, “ Of 
conrsi' you are ac(|u:dnted with 'Tam O'.Shan- 
ter.'" Of course! I wish you could hear my 
Charles n>ad ill Although you are a .Scotch- 
man born, yet 1 dare to wish you could hear him 
read that great comic poenn to a sympathizing 
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audience. It is really admirable, because he 
himself admires and enjoys it so thoroughly. 

And now I come to your yesterday’s letter. 
But I despair of doing justice to the feelings 
with which I read the hint of what honour has 
been paid your daughter-in-Iove ; therefore I 
refrain, and content myself with thanking you 
heartily for your great kindness in sending me 
that copy of dear Burns’s letter. Be assured, I 
shall take the utmost care that it shall not be 
re-transcribed. 

You make Charles and me on tiptoe of expec- 
tation with respect to the Shakespeare papers 
you mention, and of which you have so very 
kindly and thoughtfully sent us a copy in the 
magazines, through Mr. Chapman. This very 
day I received' a letter in which there was this 
delightfully cordial passage about our Idol: “ He 
fills a place between men and angels, but I doubt 
if an angel could have written as well on matters 
that relate to mere humanity. I hope that you 
will not think I mean in this remark to speak at 
all profanely. It is not that I think less of angels 
but more of Shakespeare.” Is not this sterling? 
Your daughter-in-love wrote back word; "Be 
assured, nothing that could be said of Shake- 
speare’s divinity would appear profanity to yours 
faithfully and obliged, M. C. C.” 
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'I'lic tiian who wrote thus was J. I’ayiie Oollier, 
Ills beliavionr to nu: many years 
pivfaee to (.’oneordaiiee, yon know - - w.is worthy 
a {jemiinc Shakespeaie-lover, as ho is. Ami on 
Iht; only one occasion that I saw him (it was 
in the ipium room of thi! llaymarki'l 'I'healre 
when I was dresserl for the part of Mistress 
(Jni('kly) ho said in a way worthy of a knight of 
old, or of my 1‘hithusiast himself, “ Let mo kiss 
the hand that wrote the C'oncandama;." I make 
no apology for repealing this to my father in- 
love, for his tnvn enlhnsiasm samdions II ; and lie- 
sides, it rellecls honour on Mr. ('oilier hinuadf. 
While I have Ixien writing, a friend of onrs 
has hoen here. Charles has a Inuihlesoim' attack 
of rlimmialisin, which eonfmes him to his room 
jnst now, and Dr. SUtrrar kindly attends him, — 
I)r. Storrar of Helena, yon know, — and being 
a Hootch gentleman, I knew he would apiiroeiato 
Mrs. Halmanno’.s songs. He read (hem aloud, 
and, with his wife, was charmed with them. I fe 
particularly pnaisod their vigour and spirit, which 
I'hii'lly struck my.stdf, in /ihn. It is one. of the 
gjorlons privileges of art that it ean tiuis eom- 
nnmi('atc the strongest of .sympathtdic pleasures 
between pisiple hundreds of miles apart. 1 lore 
w(n't> we enjoying Mr.s. Halmanno's ideas as 
forcibly and as keenly, with the wide Atlantic 
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rolling between her and us, as though we saw 
her face and heard her speak the words. The 
Storrars are very kind and intimate friends of 
ours. Mrs, Storrar owns herself an adorer of 
“ Clarkey.” So she and her good husband came 
up into our room and chatted with us about all 
sorts of pleasant things, that made us almo.st 
forget that “Clarkey,” as she calls him, is an in- 
valid. And from Mrs. Balnianno’s songs wo 
went on to “A man ’s a man for a’ that," and \vc 
had out some of Robert Burns’s delicious songs, 
until we had eyes and hearts full. You will 
probably have seen the new edition of Shake- 
speare called “ The Lansdowne Shakespeare." 
It is a very handsome volume, is it not ? And 
the red printing for the names and stage direc- 
tions looks very elegant, as well as distinct. . , . 

Jan. 2 . Yesterday afternoon I received your 
packet sent through His Excellency, Abbott Law- 
rence. If I found it difficult to express my feel- 
ings before, what must be ray speechless condition 
now, since I have read all those overwhelming 
testimonials of the active kindness and affection- 
ate interest of my dear father-in-love 1 Well may 
he have given himself that title. , . . But let me 
tell you how it all happened; as Charlotte Grandi- 
son says, “ I love to write to the moment." 

While I was finishing the above scribble to you, 
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n ( Slid wuH l)r<)ti}',ht up t(» me from a genlloman 
who was wailinp; lo see me, — Mr. Charles F. 
Demu't,- and with the card was your paektd 
and your lellers, Iht^ handwriline; of which I of 
eouist; inslanlly rci'ogni/.ed. 1 went lo Mr. 1 )<*n- 
net, and found a most j'enllemanly, handsoim; 
youu}> man, who very eourlcou.sly informed me 
lliat the l(!slimtmial chair liad arrived at Mr. 
Lawrence's, and that my further wishes uium the 
disposition of the jpft from America were to l)e 
eonsull('d. I assun^ you, my dear fallun-in-hive, 
I felt perfectly ov<*rwhelmed ; the lumour was so 
disliuf'uishetl, so unj)recedented, 1 .scarcely knew 
what to say or to propose. Idnally, Mr. Itenuet 
mosllcindly and considerately aj-iH-ed to <'all here 
this morniitj^ and see my hrolhor Alfred, 'riiis 
morniof.' he has done so, and they are just f'’one 
lo|.(elher lo I’ieeadilly, that my brother may he 
presented to Mr. Lawrence and learn his wishes 
on the .subject, as they will of cour.se guide 
mim^as lo the mode in which I shall receive the 
honoured gift from America. Ihnv shall I Ihaidc 
you, my kind falhcr-in-htvc, for all the U>ving 
pains you have taken lo makt; this |)rt:M'nlalion 
a source of multiplied [deasiire lo mo, — the 
autograph leller.s containing such valued trib- 
utes of kind sympathy and encouragenKmt from 
several of America’s most revered names; that 
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most noblo lollor of Mr. VVobsUo’s ; llui proof 
impressions, Iho lists of imim's and stales, all so 
affootioiialely arranged and paelced as to con- 
tribute more to my delight I Dear sir, and do 
you know, what touehed me to tiu' lu'art was 
the senlimcnt o'i your sendinj;; that i<lenlieal little 
gold coin that had passed through ihe hands of 
that noble groat man. Itseiuned hardly apiei’t; of 
money, but rather some valued me<lal and lokei» 
of national and individual kindness and esteem, 
I feel inclined to have it hung' as an ornament to 
a bracelet or some such arlicle of wear, that 1 
may keep it about me; only llnil I should not 
like to have it drilled or injured. It was a nntsL 
sweet thought, your preserving that a<rtual is tin, 
as a type of all the other donations and a relic 
of the high-minded man himself. 

As to your own letter {this is doubtless the 
one begun before yourfever) of explanation and 
minute information, eonv(‘ying so heartfelt an 
evidence of the kind interest you tak^^ in your 
grateful daughter-in-love, 1 could not re.id it 
through without w<!eping tears of mingleil grati- 
fication and tenderness. I was ttbligtsl to pause 
several times, to regain my vt)ice, as I re.'ul it to 
Charles. Jn the evening, 1 had a repetition of 
the pleasure of looking through the proud con- 
tents of the packet, and rereading your letter. 
Cm] 
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when Alfred returned home. I walked to meet 
him before dinner, according to my daily practice 
for health’s sake ; and as I passed through the 
open air, with nothing but the cope of heaven 
above between America and my thoughts, you 
may believe how fervently they breathed grati- 
tude and blessings toward her and the warm gen- 
erous hearts that had sent so glorious a token of 
sympathy and commendation toward the humble 
little Englishwoman who had wox’ked in the 
cause in common with herself. This gracious 
commencement of my New Year I owe to my 
venerated father-in-love ; God bless him for the 
beautiful idea in the first instance, and for hav- 
ing cari'icd it through so persevcringly, energeti- 
cally, and effectively. 

My poor Charles, in his painful attack of rheu- 
matism, has found a most agreeable solace from 
this surpassing honour to his little woman. Be- 
tween the paroxysms he revels in the kind ex- 
pressions, and amongst his groans has smiles 
and enjoyment for the pleasant testimonies. I 
have just made him laugh, by reading him the 
above. He dictates all kinds of cordial things 
on his behalf to his /atker-in-love-in~law ! 

I shall not detain this letter, as this is American 
post day ; but I mean to write my acknowledg- 
ments to each of these subscribers to the testi- 
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menial, and shall send you the heap of Icttcis 
with their envelopes, and thus lax still fajthei 
your trouble in this matter to forward them to 
their respective destinations. So you sec, your 
occupation is far from being gone I I think of 
writing a general letter of thanks to Lheni all 
collectively, of which copies can be sent to each ; 
and besides, a letter of personal acknowledgment, 
from myself to every one, since I fortunately am 
acquainted (thanks to your kind and thoughtful 
provision) with their respective names. How 
particularly considerate and good of you it was 
to append those little annotations and the sev- 
eral autograph letters you so gcncrou.sly sent) 
They enabled me so delightfully to individualize 
the different writers. Let me know, iny dear 
sir, whether you think the abovc-mcnlionod pro- 
posed letters will answer the purpo.se you desire 

for Mr. and Mr. Tcfft and Miss Quincy; 

if not, I shall have great pleasure in writing them 
an especial little supplementary nolo each. Tray, 
if at any time you should again wish for such 
a thing, ask without hesitation. . . . Meantime, 
with affectionate remembrances to Mrs. Bal- 
manno, and kindly greetings to Mr. Angelo, 
believe me to be 

Your grateful 

Mary Cowden Clarke. 
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I have forgotten to mention that my brother 
Alfred would feel particularly obliged to you if 
you could obtain him any information — printed 
particulars or othei's — respecting postal com- 
munication with America; especially how, in the 
general opinion, the new American Postal Act 
has succeeded in its working. He wants it for 
the new campaign against the “ taxes on knowl- 
edge,” which it is hoped will be final. 


Jan. 15, 1852, 
Craven Hill Cotoage. 

My dear Fatiier-in-love : 

I WILL not delay another post, although I 
am unable yet to tell you I have seen the 
chair. On Monday last, the son of His Excel- 
lency, Abbott Lawrence — Colonel Lawrence — 
called here with a very handsome letter of official 
presentation, and very kindly and considerately 
told me that the chair should have come that 
same day, but the weather being so very inclem- 
ent, Mr. Lawrence had thought it best to send it 
next day. Ever since then we have had the same 
miserable weather, incessant rain, which I sup- 
pose is the reason why the packing-case has not 
arrived. But I thought, as to-morrow will be 
American post day, I would send my letter of ac- 
knowledgment without delay, that Mr. Lawrence 
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might forward it, if he tlioiight propor, at onco. 
Alf is now gone off in acab to Piccadilly, with tlu^ 
letter to His Excellency, and the j)acket contain- 
ing the several letters to the subscribers ciudosed 
to you, as Alf will ask the favour that it may 
go through the ambassador’s bag. Y<'sterday 1 
wrote my heap of letters, never stirring till I 
had finished them every one; and — as a proof 
to you how kind my men-folk are to your "dar- 
ling” — when Alf and Charles came homo, tlu; 
one from a public meeting and the other from 
lecturing at the City of London Institution, 
they both set to and helped mo, — they folding 
and I directing, until the whole were finished. 
It was past twelve ere wo had concluded. Think 
of that rakishness, for the hermit Trihominate I 
I write upon a sheet of the paper containing 
the printed copy of my letter of thanks, that you 
may see it at once in ease the ijackct i;onlain- 
ing the rest .should be delayed. Put I have left 
them all open, so that you may see what I 
have said to each, if the father-in-Iovc’s parti- 
ality prompts him to take sufficient interest 
in them. . . . There is one big thing I must 
ask you to do, and that is to let me know 
the amount of those certain disbursements of 
postage, etc., which this task will entail, I will 
be beholden to you (or the trouble, but ought 
[ 3 
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not to allow you to doft ay the filthy luoro. After 
nil, you will most prohahly laugh at me for my 
being' scrupulous about such a trille, when I 
have rei'cived such unpayable things at your 
liainls. Hut fathers are contimt to h'X their 
spoih’d daughters encroach, and be ever the 
oblig<!d party. I sometimes tell my own father 
and mother, “I havr; owed you first the inesti- 
mable boon of existenci', then tins benefits ami 
delights of a liberal (slucation, and I am con- 
stantly incurring fresh debts of love and kind- 
ness ; so I must; e’en rest satisfied to be the 
eternally obligral ami eternally grateful." And 
so to yoti, dear falher-in-love, I can only say, " I 
thankfully rest your debtor." , . , t)hl The 'I'ri- 
hominateof course drank your health in bumpers 
the very first time Ciharles was well enough to come 
downstairs to dinner, I le is getting better .slowly, 
but I trust surely. We were all three particu- 
larly .struck with the admirable manner in which 
you drew up the account of the testimonial — 
for doubtless it was your kind doing? — which 
apjicarr'd in the " Taidy’s Now.spaper." It has 
been copied since in the " Maneheslor ICxehange " 
ami “I'iim’s" at full length, I was pari ienlarly 
lomthed with the extreme delicacy and tact with 
which my d(‘ar kiisl father-in-love keirl his own 
large share of the transaction, and even his own 
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name, completely out of sight. It was doubly 
and trebly generous. . . . 

My brain and hands have been so full with 
work and happiness and honour that I have had 
no leisure yet to look into the papers, though I 
have received the magazines containing them 
quite safely. I deeply grieve at the derogation 
of Charles Halpin. And to think what his poor 
father would have felt on all accounts, could he 
have foreseen itl 

One of the pleasant letters I have had touch- 
ing this distinguished gift from America came 
from France. Here is one sentence which I 
know will please my Enthusiast : “ Ma voix est 
bien faible, mais elle compte sur les cordcs qui, 
dans une organization comme la sienne, ne per- 
dront jamais leur sonorite. Mon Dieu I Comme 
ta bonne mfere doit pleurer de joie.” He claims 
brotherhood with me, we having known each 
other from childhood. Hence the familiarity of 
" thee and thou ” between us. 

M. C. C. 

January 30T11, 185 a, 

Craven Hill Cottage, Bayswater. 
My dear Father-in-love : 

T his week has been rich in letters to me 
from you. First, I received by post yours 

of January 10; second, the note of January 7, 
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enclosed in jiarcel of magazines ; and third, 
your hurried few lines dated January i7tli, 
written just in time to save the English mail, 
and enclosing the letter to Mrs. Sinclair. Just 
like your kind heart to write that warm as- 
surance to the anxious mother. Thank God, 
the light of the injured innocence you have 
with so manly an earnestness espoused is in 
a fair way to triumph, as it should. I trust 
your next accounts will bring word that legally, 
as well as virtually, she is cleared, and that she 
is safely released from bondage with so base a 
ruffian. Curiously enough, the very day before 
your letter arrived, in looking over some papers, 
I came upon a scrap cut from a paper at the 
time — I think the “Examiner” — and on the 
back of the extract which I cut out happens to 
be part of a critique of this very man’s acting. 
As I think it will make you smile, — it did us, 
for I read it aloud to my men-folk, — I transcribe 
it here : 

“ Our old friend Mr. Forrest afforded great amuse- 
ment to the public by his performance of Macbeth on 
Friday week, at the Princess’s. Indeed, our best comic 
actors do not often excite so great a quantity of miith. 
The change from an inaudible murmur to a thunder of 
sound was enormous ; but the grand feature was the 
combat, in which he stood scraping his sword against 
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that of Macchiff. VVc wore al a kni'i lo Itnow wh.il Ihis 
gcsUirc meant, till an onlighloiual orilio in llio I'.illoiy 
slioutotl otit, ' Thai 's riglit ! StiariKni ill”' 

It is loo l:vU‘, my «U;ar lallu'r in-lovr, fur mo 
lo ohc'y your injunction rcspcclin}.'; the loUor.'i of 
acknowledgment, You will ilouhllcss liavi^ ii'* 
ceived lliem ere this through tin; amhassa<lor's 
bag, and I hope when you have wen Ihom you 
will apinove. Well, an<l now that 1 havt; aelually 
beheld ihe chair I feel more, than eviT al a l<ts!> 
lo express my admiration and delij-ht. Us beauty 
even surpasses what I had imagined it would 
be, although your graphic de.scii|ilittn ol it hal 
me to form very superb notions. It is extpiisilc! 
in al! respects, such artistic taste; in the desip.n 
of the carving and ornaments espe<'ially, /Vs 
for the satin brocade, it is at (tnco so rich and so 
delicate, that I hardly like — I who seldom wear 
anything but black — to sit down upon it. It 
seems loo fairly gorgeous for (!very*day use. A I 
present it remains in tin; centrt' of (nir lillh; 
parlour, like a throne, for the admiialiou of all 
our frieiKls who come and look al it. A If (alio, 
of flying off with it for a lime, lo his lunise «)f 
business in the City, whore it may he <'.'vhil)ile(l 
for the more extensive beholding of his n\itneronH 
connection, who take an interest in the family 
and their honours. He has already, like a kind 
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brother as he is, sent off to France nearly two 
hundred copies of the “ Lady’s Newspaper” con- 
taining the first account, and as many of the 
numbers containing the picture of the testi- 
monial chair. Of course, Mr. Landell has sent 
you copies? 

Thank you very much for your kind present 
of the American edition of my “ Blue-coat 
Girls.” And will you do me the favour to con- 
vey my best acknowledgments to Mr. Putnam, 
who kindly sent me two more copies lately. It is 
delightful to see my large family of daughters — > 
more than fifteen, for some of them are twins — 
so gracefully dressed and handsomely provided 
for in their Transatlantic costume. 

You will smile — and yet no, you have a 
corner in your heart that will bid you under- 
stand and sympathize with my feelings — when 
I tell you that one of the things that peculiarly 
charmed me on unpacking the precious gift was 
to find that holland cover put with it. This 
little circumstance showed such kindly thought, 
so considerate an intention, that it touched me 
especially. ... 

Charles has read aloud to me the first Halpin 
paper. It does indeed establish gloriously the 
fact of our Idol’s supremacy in learning, as in all 
else. But his works themselves bear intrinsic 
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testimony to the truth. So far, I am not excited 
to such enthusiastic rejoicing by the papers, 
because ever since I have been able to com- 
prehend Shakespeare’s own writings, I have felt 
convinced on the point, in my own mind. Still, 
it is delightful to have it proclaimed aloud to 
the world, who have been too much accustomed 
hitherto to acquiesce in the verdict of Jonson’s 
envious “ little Latin and less Greek.” Who- 
ever notes some of Shakespeare’s words, created 
by himself for his own peculiar use, cannot 
fail to perceive that he must be a classical 
scholar. Have we not ^'cadent tears,” inten- 
ible sieve,” " a p%idency so rosy,” “ crescive in his 
faculty,” and scores of others, to prove that he 
knew how to anglicize a Latin word when he 
wanted an expressive one for his purpose, not 
already in his mother tongue? I have often 
longed to write a paper on this subject; but, like 
other odd scraps of purposes never fulfilled, it 
has gone to increase the mosaic pavement of 
Pandemonium. 

There is a passage in your letter of Dec. 5th, 
’$1, that I have many times reread with heart- 
felt j oy. This is it : 

"I am still hearty and strong as a lion; witness 
thereto my two-mile race down Broadway from Niblo’s 
tavern, at hvo o’clock in the morning, on Monday 
[ itaa] 
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night, after attciuling the festival of St. Ainirew. It 
was a Inttcr night, colrl as TSIova Zenil)la, but the moon 
shono bright as ilay, and I was warm with wine, but 
sober as St, Ancirew,” 

(Uoriotisl Jlravissimol . , . 

M. C. C. 


Mau, 2i;tii, r8s2, 

2 7 I'ojaaii'MMK Tianuei:, Havswatkr. 
Mv nvAR l''ATiiKH-m-i.ovn : 

A R]!) you not surpri.sod to observe by my 
now dale that we luivc liiken lligld fiom 
the nest on Craven Hill? lUil I had long fore- 
seen that this building mania in our msighboiu- 
Iniod must [Kn-fonai sooner or later turn uh out 
from our sunny noolc. b'orlunaU'ly, our fliglit 
has been no farther tbart to a collage at the end 
of our garden, tilmlling t)n the very premi.ses; 
still, to me, an o!<l bir<l, a very nightingale or 
raven for clinging to one particular spot, the 
removal Itas been a serious affair. As beloved 
Charles Lamb say.s, " My hou.soliold goods 
lilaut a bnribly fixed foot and are not to be. 
rooted n[) without blood." One of my pleas- 
anli'sl eounlerbalanees came to me in the 
midst of my lunnoil, in the .sliapt' of your 
most weleomi! leller dated Feb. r5lh and aollt. 
It chanced to reach nu; on the very evening on 
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which I slept for the first time in our new domi- 
cile ; and it came to me like a paternal blessing, 
to hallow and accompany me into my new 
abode. Thank you earnestly, dear sir, for it. I 
like immensely your idea of the banquet to be 
given to the enthusiastic Mr. Burton (please tell 
him that I once enjoyed a very happy week at 
Cambridge, soon after my marriage, with my 
father and mother and husband; and that when 
we visited Milton’s college, where 5'ou say Mr. 
Burton studied, and were shown the tree said to 
have been planted by the glorious poet in the 
college garden, Charles took his hat reverently 
off as he stood beneath its boughs, much to the 
amazement of a matter-of-fact fellow who was 
showing us the lions), and shall hope to hear of 
all these hilarious proceedings on the occasion 
of the 23rd April. . . . 

I knew you would be amused with that scrap 
about Forrest, and therefore I sent it to you; 
but do not “ make good use of it by and by,” 
keep it snugly to yourself. He is not worth 
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tants. It is a thing to be proud of, being cor- 
dially received there ; for they rank as fastidious 
judges. But they not only made a darling of 
him in the lecture room; they welcomed him 
into their society, and caused him to meet some 
of their most distinguished literary people. And 
all this, you may imagine, not a little rejoiced the 
heart of his “little woman.” It has been even a 
more delightful visit than his former one there, 
and that was highly gratifying. 

In one of his letters from Edinburgh, replying 
to one of mine in which I told him of the receipt 
of your last delightful one just at the period of 
my entering our new abode, he bids me tell you 
— but I will quote his own words : “Tell your 
kind Enthusiast that I have sent no message 
about this magnificent tribute of honour to the 
one of this earth that I love beyond myself, and 
only live for; but my silence is to be attributed 
to anything but indifference. I wish he could 
know the amount of my pride at the glory that 
has streamed upon her across the Atlantic, and 
the number of times that the whole transaction, 
with its splendid results, has seethed in my mind. 
I say it with the most devout truth, that I am 
three hundred and sixty degrees — the entire cir- 
cle — more cordially happy at the honour having 
been paid to her than if three hundred and sixty 
[i3S] 
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limes ils anioiuil in uppliiiiso :viul p(;(;uiiiary 
value had been paid lo luysell.” 

I had a very polite hdler from Mr, S. Aiisliii 
AlHbone of Philadeli)hia, Iho ollu'rday, acknowl- 
edging my letler of thanks to him as oiu* of Ihe 
subscribers to the testimonial chair. Are you 
personally acquainted with him? 

You will be pleased to learn, niy dt;ar hither- 
in-lovc, that your diuighter in-love had a most 
handsome communication from the Shakespeare 
Society in acknowledgment of tiu! dedication lo 
them of her story of " Imogim." I eaimoi refrain 
from making an extract from the secretary’s' ■ 
Mr. Tomlins’s — letter: “ A most unanimous .sim- 
timontof gratitude and admiration was expressed 
for the services you have reiuh*red to the lovers 
of Shakespeare (which is nearly etiuivalenl lo 
saying, that you have rendered lo everybody), by 
the various modes in which you have illustrated 
his writings, more especially by that truly noble 
monument, your Concoixlance of his works. 
Our worthy Director and Ohairnian, Mr. j. I'ayne. 
Collier, declared he considered it more valuable 
than all the notes of all the commentators.’' 
Ah, my dear air, do not these last words smite 
you with a little remorse of conscience? You 
see how ho takc.s public occasion lo do hotiour 
to your daughlcr-in-love j and yet you could go 
[ ,1 
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out of your way to give him an unkind dig, at 
the very time you were kindly doing all you could 
to glorify her yourself. But I am visited now 
with a little remorse of conscience myself, for 
having come to the conclusion of my letter with 
something akin to a reproach. Let us exchange 
forgiveness and continue to think of me, as I am 
in truth, 

Your grateful 

Mary Cowden Clarke. 

Love to Mrs. Balmanno. 


April 19TH, 1852, 

27 PORCHESTER TERRACE, BaySWATER. 

My darling Father-in-love : 

O N Saturday Mr. Dennet obligingly brought 
me your packets through favour of the am- 
bassador’s bag. ... I shall imagine you are 
“ ironing me,” as Fielding’s Mrs. Slipslop says, 
if you talk of “ generosity ” in sending you those 
trifles I had the pleasure of forwarding. If there 
is a quality which I recognize in myself with some 
degree of approval, and conviction that I possess 
it, perseverance is that quality. I remember 
that, oddly enough, while I was entering the 
town of Stratford-upon-Avon when Charles and 
I visited it in 1846, — he was engaged to lecture 
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there, and look me with Iilin, a hip,h treat, as you 
may suppose, — I was haunted with that lino 
ol Ulysses in“'J’roilus and Cressida:” ‘‘Per- 
severance, dear my lord, keeps honour 1 nip, lit." ‘ 
And when I told Charles my fancy, he laup,lu*d 
and called me a coneoilod creature; Ihouph in 
all honesty and sincerity of truth, 1 was utterly 
unconscious of the latent vanity which mij'ht 
have lurked in the assot:ialion and prompted the 
haunting memory of thi' words at that parlimdar 
juncture. Thanks for your [iromise of " kei'ping 
quiet a little while longer." 

About a week ago I received a remiltanm' on 
account, from Mr. Putnam, which I have ac- 
knowledged. 

And so you are apt to he impatient and irri- 
table, are you, you wicked Paithusiast ? .So 
much so, as to goad y<uir gentle wife, with her 
smiling' eye.s, — I think I see her look,- to call 
you M. {..'.'.s Testy-Mouial ? l''i<' ujion you I 

But you say you .shall camsider it a kindness in 
mo to le.cturc you on every and any .subject 
when I think you di'servc it. Pray re.iu<*iuher 
I am no lecturer, only a leclurer’.s wifel You 
exclaim, "Jealous? Lord love you, datiiup;, 
was there ever a true, whole-soulctl lover 

J Actlll.Scimoin. 
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that was not?” Now, can you ask that seri- 
ously ? And yet, I know it is one of the falla- 
cies in principle held by you men as a truth in 
love-ethics, that jealousy is a proof of love. 
Monstrous 1 I could write a volume to bear 
testimony that it is a proof of self-love; and that 
freedom from jealousy in a pure lover is the 
surest voucher for the truth and force of his 
affections. But enough of this, I must not 
weary you with my whimsical theories. . . . 

What you say of the reality of the signature 
to the Concordance preface tempts me to tell 
you the history of the said signing, as it may 
make my father-in-love smile at another instance 
of his daughter’s perseverance. When that first 
edition had to receive my name, I went down to 
the printing office early, as I had often done 
before when I wanted anything particularly 
stated about proofs, etc. It was a little dingy 
room, up a flight of stairs in Ivy Lane, Pater- 
noster Row, just beneath the grand shadow of 
venerable St. Paul’s Cathedral. I stuck to my 
work, the printer’s devils supplying me from 
time to time with armfuls of prefaces in sheets, 
open at the right spot for affixing my signature. 
Hour after hour I heard boom forth from glo- 
rious old Paul’s deep-toned bell, and still, on I 
worked. Mr. Manning (he was the partner of 
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Miison at that time) came very courleously, in 
the course of the morniu!’^, to ask me if I would 
liave lunch; but I wanted U) complete my task, 
and declined. Afternoon drew on, lh(! shadow.s 
in the dingy little room dee[)ened and de(![3ened, 
until it became too dark to ,see to wriU: any 
longer. I was sitting in the dusk, patiently wait- 
ing till the lime for lighting the gas should arrive', 
when I heard a step coming up the stairs: it 
was Mr. Manning returning from hisdinm'r. It 
makes me laugh now to recall the lone of amaze- 
ment in which he exclaimed, when he diseenu'd 
me, “You here still 1 ” Jhil / got. them all tloitc 
at that one sittings 

I am sorry to say I cannot tell you who is tin; 
author of that saying, “ There is but one step 
from the sublime to the ri(liculou.s.’’ ‘ I see tin; 
question is mooted in that copy of the “ Literary 
World," which reached me, addressed in your 
handwriting. , . . 

Many thanks for the papers containing that 
appeal relative to the Honourable Daniel Web- 
ster’s election to the Presidency; and for tins 


1 Tlil8«ayinK lm.8 been aUrllmteit lo Fonlciu-lle ; lit Tlininn-t 
Paine, who writes In lila " A^c ot Kcnsim," " OnoHlcp ulmvn thu 
sublime makes the ridiimlim.i, ami one step above ibe i lillcnlon,t 
makes Iho sublime again j" and lo Napoleon lliionaparte, who 
said, " lJu sublime au ridicule, 11 ii'y a (pi'uii pan." 
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oiu' giving the account of the meeting in honour 
of b'enimore Cooper, and Mr. Bryant’s admi- 
rahlo dist;ourso upon his writings and genius. 
I had the delight of reading it aloud to my 
Charles, who, with myself, was charmed with its 
manly tone, its fulness of justice to the subject, 
and its able achuivement altogether. 

SiiKX! I last wrote to you I have had the i)leaH- 
urc of perusing a volume of Bryant’s colhicled 
poems. I was greatly struck with his purity of 
taste, his genuine adoration of nature, and his 
peculiar revelling in the breezy air. 'I’his love 
of the opi:n, fresh winds of heaven im|)arts an 
es[)(‘cial vigour and frttshness to tin' style of his 
l)oetry. Above all the pieces in the book, I 
most iKirlunilaily admire and take to jny heart of 
hearts the om; entitled “A b'orest Hymn." It 
is full of highest and truest religion, a genuine 
devoliui\al fervour. The one called “ The liven- 
ing Wind" i,s also imtst delicious in its union of 
sim[)ll(dty with imagination. The image of the 
shieping child with its “ moistened curls " is per- 
fi'ct in its truth to nature. It is only your true 
ptiet who will venture on such truth. Shake- 
speare was not afraid of the" pearly sweat, resem- 
bling <le.w of night," in that ex<iuiHite picture of 
his I.iK'rece in lu;r chaste bed. 

I received a uotC' — enclosing one from you, 
[ I'U ] 
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dated Sq)l. 5II), 1H51 — from (lein'ral Swift, 
about a week since. Ills own (lolili* comimmi- 
cation was as follows : 

"Wilh ikop n“.pt:(’.l for llic char.ii lcr and .u lii<'vc“ 
tncnls of Mrs. (am’dcn td.ulo', added li> admir.aioii, 
(iciummI Swift more Ilian rirun'ts lliat Ik* i'i pievonlcil, 
by unavoidabte stiinmomi lotlie country, tin* lioinnir of 
calling in person to pivMcnl tlic accompanying note 
from his friend nalmamio. U werc*aip('i lliioii'. lii.eeuiK* 
Mrs. Clarke of the hiifh value which all rcadcoi of the 
nlmo.sl .snperhumati H.ird, in the ttiiited .Stairs, do 
cnlorlain for herself individually, and as the best liicnd 
of the memory of the ‘sweet swan.' Mri, (!|.irl<e 
must have beard llie oll-reiic.iled and j;r.iU;lul thanks 
from across llie sea. 

" London, i»tii Aenn., 1853." 

«« 

Your graphic tlesoription of yotir .sitene with 
Mrs. Forrest was indetal most enlerl.iinin}^. 
I think her plan of atlaek and the whole of her 
conduct admirably eonKoiiunt with the he'd’ t;tt'> 
tics of feminine warfare. Vaiihan ' was a fool 
compared to a woman dettirmined to carry a 
man by storm. 

Clara is now In Fngland. .She, and her liiis-- 
band have taken a hotise for the .seastm, v'ery 
nearly opposite to u.s, in this 'J’erraee. I'o-day 
she 13 going up to Liver[iool, llutn on to Man- 

‘ A c«lel)rat«U'’reneli engineer nml iiiurdiiil, i6j3 lyox. 

I j'la :i 
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clic.stcr, to sin^- ;it .some couccrlH ; iukI sho I'c turns 
shortly to rosumo lior onga}i;t!nu;nt.s at JCxotor 
Hall, She; p,avu luo to <lwoll in tho sovonth 
heaven lately, by her singing ot Haydn’s “Ch'oa- 
tion.” That divine jnirily of voiceof hers shows 
to peculiar advantage in such snhliim; suhjoels. 
(ireat as she is in operatic nuisic, I (!v(!n pref(;r 
her in sacred nuisic. 1 have latcdy had the 
pleasure of enjoying my sister Emma’s socu'ly 
for a short pmiod. Slu; stayed with me here, 
on her way from J )evonshire, where she has ljet;n 
slaying with an aunt who is very fond of hm'. 
She has ohtaiiK'd a vmy honourahle a|ipoinlincnt 
at (lenoa, to he English professor in a cidh'gi; 
then;, lately eslahlished hy sever.al inihienlial 
liidies, at the lusid of whom is the Queen of .Sar* 
diuia. 'riu; object of Ihi; institution is chielly, 
I under.sland, to establish a more, liberal syshiiu 
of education for young ladies than has hitherto 
been obtained in Italy — a most laudahlt; view; 
but as yet I believe it is entertained some.what 
sul) roM, Emma and I, as you maysupjxiso, had 
“mony a crack thcgclher” anent a ccrUdn 
kind I'lnlhusiast. . . . 

When I le.l! you that one of IluivShalcespearean 
knacks which you forbid my sending you out hy 
my brother's clerk in May is a copy I got Emma 
to make me for you of llavcll's skelch of your 
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claughlor'iu-lovo as Mrs. piiii'icly, I think y 
won’t repeal your veto, will you ? It is a preQ 
reprcsontaliou of the: dress I wore on that— ^ 
me — moinorable oocasi(tn; I cannot say 
much of the {.'oneral liloau'ss. The figure gi\ 
you the kloa t)[ a taller wonuin than your lit- 
M. C, C!.; and the features are loo good for hci 
though Alf .says that it lacks the " NovcIlolau|Q 
ing eyes.” I tlianlc you warmly for those dclig] 
ful portraits. When Charles was in T'dinbui'! 
he was told that tlu; Rev. .Sydney Smith, , 
being introdua^d to I )aniel WehsUir, gazed up 
him intently for some time, and then turned tc 
by-staiidcr and .said: "It's like looking at 
cathedral I ’’ Charkis also told me, while we w< 
turning Ut the jinrlrail of W.i.Hhington Irvir 
that Mrs. .Shelley had onee .said to him that s 
found W. I. a most delightful person. The fa 
certainly gives you Itie uleaof a very lovable ms 

I d(» m>l know the .stale of the funds for t 
purchase of th<! house at .Stralford-on-Avo 
but I will endeavour to useertain before I n< 
write to my iMiUmsiasl. . . , 

Affectionately, 

Mauv Cowdkn Ci,ak.i 

Nokfmn CitarUs Cowifm Cfittif. 

My i)i'.AR .Siu, — I have only to .say Ih.at my M0II3 
anything but a beauty, hut the '* Quickly portrait" 
[M4] 
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Ijcr is nol a flnUcriiifT likeness. Some arc born lovely, 
some achieve loveliness, and some have loveliness 
lliriist npon them. The two first qualities are cxem- 
plifnal in your " daiiRhter-in-lovo" ; not .so the last, a.s 
ref'ards the portrait in <iuestion. 

With kind regards to Mrs. llalmanno, 

Yours most truly, 

C. CowmcN Cr.AKKi5. 


Mav t4, 1853, 

37 rOKOlIHSl'nU TUKUACI!, HAYSWA'ri'.U. 
My ni’AU VA'rnwi-iN-i.oVK ; 

L ast year a musical friend asked Alf to 
obtain all Ihe Novello .signalure.s in one 
page of his album ; .so I look the. opportunity 
when wo were in Nice of having a duplicalo 
page written, thinking my Itnlhu.siast might 
like to have it. . . . 

Clara lias been chatting with me, since I 
wrote the above. She wa.s at the Palace last 
night, having been honoured by a command 
from Ihu* Majesty to sing to her on her birth- 
day. Clara knew I should lie Inlerc.sted to hear 
"all how and about it," so came over to tell me 
the parli<nilar.s of her Royal visit. It .seems the 
Queen was most gracious, and even kind, — 
came to the jiianoforte, and stood talking to 
Clara and paying her all manner of amiable 

[ '*15 ] 
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compHmenls upon Ihc; boiuUy t)[ lu;i- viiici', oU:,, 
clc. It was oxtrcmoly gfalifyinj'' 

Yostorday I had llu; pliMsinv of HM riviii}!; 
your dulighlful acuouiU of Iho Sh:iiv<!s|u'ai(* cidu' 
bralion exlraotod from llu; newspaper, and Iho 
newspaper itself. Many tluudcs, my dear .sir, 
and for the very elegant inridenlal notice (d 
your daughler-indove. LharK's and 1 wi're 
both struck with the jialieious ((U'lns in whieh 
it was brought in. 'I'lie fe.sliv.t! imi.st h.ivii lunm 
a most charming one; and I tliinic must have 
enchanted Mr. lUtrutu. I thought his giavt; 
and dignified mode of reianving; the honours p.dd 
him was in the best taste. I liad a secoml letter 
from Mr. Allibone la.st week, in whieh be "still 
harps upon my daughter," or, in other w(»rds, 
upon my offs[)ring the (atneordanee, and my 
method of compilation. I have ans\v<*red him 
in full, as well as I could, explaining' the plan I 
pur.sued. lie seenns to be a most courteous 
gentleman, and facetious withal. Hut it is high 
time to conclude my long gossip; so, with kind' 
cat love to my dear Mr.s. Halmaimo, and cordial 
remembrances from my men-folk U> her and 
yourself, believe me to be 

Your loving 

MaKV CoWtntN Cl.AUKH. 
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July iz, 1852, 

27 PORCHESTER TeRRACE, BAYSWATER. 

My dear Father-in-love: 

Y our very Wnd letter of the 27th June is 
just come to hand, and makes me reproach 
myself with having so long delayed writing to 
you. But I have been very closely at work, 
writing one book, writing another, besides oc- 
casional magazine articles, so that I have denied 
myself the indulgence of letter-writing almost 
entirely, until I fear I must have made some of 
my friends think me ungrateful. . . . 

You affectionately notice your daughtei--in- 
love’s change of residence, and ask if Angel 
William still hangs at her bedside. Assuredly 
he does, the guardian angel to be the first face 
— together with my nnother’s, which hangs close 
by him — to greet my waking eyes. Did I tell 
you that underneath his portrait I have written 
his own words : “ A rarer spirit never did steer 
humanity,”^ . . . 

Your story of Miss Lucy Henry of Virginia is 
most lively and interesting ; many thanks to you 
for it. I also very much enjoyed your graphic 
account of your ride over to Bloomingdale ; 
and your resolve to take your wife and boys 


^ “ Antony and Cleopatra/^ Act V, Scene I. 
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aflcrwarcls Ihoro willi you rhuniKul iiu! os|u!- 
cially. How ph'usanlly you cJoscrilK' llio AnitM- 
icaii "frolio." It must iiulanl !«* a passing 
(lolt;clivl)lc! kiiul (tl a holiday. It w.m just liko 
yom* good lasl^^ to think of having a "inul” 
bony frolio " in honour of Shako.spoaro ; Iho voiy 
.sort of foiiHl to ilo him appuipriato honour 
— hearty, opon-uir, gomiiius onjoymonl. Your 
(loscriplion of the newly invonlod calorio onglmi 
afforded the 'rrihuminalo gioal gr.Uilio.Uiou, 
They jointly thank y<tu by lh<* pen of their least 
worthy member for the kiiul pains you loitk to 
tell them the narrative. I was parlieiil.uly de- 
lighted with your dii.seription of your gaulen 
and your lovely (lowei.s; of your nuiiiiv.mees 
for training Iho.so superb ecm volvulus blossoms, 
well called morning-glories. We have some -• 
I know not wluilher of precisely the same kind, 
hut very like what you depict- -at Nice, whieh 
glow in rich profusion just tit the .season we me 
there; also, of ymir glorious roses, my favourite 
of all flowers. What a gorgeou.H sight must he 
the profusion In your charming rosc-timbowered 
cottage! 

You ask what Ikiston Journal it was llial Mr, 
Dcnnel applied to mu to write for, I think it 
was called " Thu Hoston Hvuning Journal,” but 
I am not (|uilc sure; for the copy of the paper 
[ «*i8 ] 
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that contained the reprint of one of my contri- 
butions was for that reason sent away, that the 
editor of the London one from which it was taken 
might see that he was honoured by quotation 
in America. I have not heard since from the 
Boston editor; so it is probable that my terms 
do not suit the proprietors. I saw a Boston 
gentleman a short time since ; he accompanied 
Mr. Dennet on a morning call which that gentle- 
man and his wife and two of his pretty little 
golden-haired children favoured us with. The 
Boston gentleman’s name was Mr. Fields. I 
have heard him spoken of as the Moxon of 
Boston. He was very courteous, and spoke in 
most obliging terms of your daughter-in-love’s 
estimation in America. He had been in Italy 
this spring, and was extremely polite and con- 
versational. 

Madame Anita George, and Mr. Kimball of 
New York, paid a visit here this summer. She 
is very pretty and lively mannered. I have to 
thank you for a copy of the New York Herald, 
containing that extraordinary account of Judge 
Edmonds’s visions, etc. Miraculous I Also one 
containing an account of Mrs. Sinclair’s acting; 
and a copy of the New York Tribune, with a 
speech of Mr. Webster’s. . . . 

I shut myself up in my den all day long, and 
[ 149 3 



LETTKRS TO AN KNTIIUSIAS'I' 

only issue out to lak(t my daily lieallh-w.dk in 
llic Park, to nuHil iny mou-folk. ( Charles ami I 
arc up at five o’clock, take a shower hath, ami 
thou repair to the dt'u to work lop, ether till 
breakfast time. .So hard do we work just now, 
that .sojnetimes of an evimiug he j<<‘ls Ihioiij'h a 
second day’s labour hero, afh'r haviu}', don(* a fair 
day's clerkifyinf’’ at Dean Sliastl; ami you would 
apj)laud iny self-denial if you kiunv how many 
treats of music I have pivon up this season, real 
temptations to me, since tllara has htum .sinjpnj;’ 
here. She is engage<l at tin; I’lovincial lu'sti- 
vals Ihls autumn, and then goes straight to 
Madrid, they having seeurotl ln'r as their 
prima donna during their opera season till 
ne.xt spring. . . , 

You rightly guess, my <l(‘ar Ivnlluisiast, that 
I certainly do not like you tim woise lor hear- 
ing that you are pronounced t(t !»' so like luy 
beloved Cdiarlcs, “A striking resemhi.mett," 
you say. Yes, he is very lively and sprig, hlly 
in his demeanour, and has a (piainl style of say- 
ing vehement things in a most pet'uliar way. 
Of course you have received the numbers alre.uly 
out of "Bleak House." Not only I, hut iny 
mother and two of my sisler.s .ajp’ce with me, in 
thinking the sketch of Mr. Boythorne nunark- 
ably like our Charles. It i.s an odd coincidence, 
[ ] 
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for Mr. Dickens has seen so little of him ^ that 
it is quite impossible it can have been copied 
from his manner. But that vivacity of speech, 
that imiDetuosity and exaggeration in the de- 
livery of his sentiments, with extreme hearti- 
ness and humour mingled, is strikingly like. 
Your friendly counsels to Mr. Plank will be 
invaluable to him ; pray accept my cordial 
thanks for your goodness. 

Do you know, your vegetable diet plan does 
not altogether please me ; I fear it may not be 
sufficient support. Remember what our wise 
friend Bacon says about inclining toward “ the 
more benign extreme,” the “ full eating I’ather 
than fasting;” and how he bids “beware of 
sudden change in any great point of diet.” The 
conclusion of your letter lies before me, and 
my eyes seized upon those most loving fatherly 
words, “ Heaven bless you, darling.” From my 
heart of hearts I thank you for them, and en- 
treat you to believe me 

Y our affectionate 

Mary Cowden Clarke. 


1 As the reader doubtless remembers, Dickens drew the char- 
acter from that of Walter Savage Landor. 
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Atm. .1, 

ay I’lmdii'.iKK Tiiuuti, lUviiWAii.ii. 
My dkak 1''a'iiii'U-in*i.<)Vi: : 

Y our IcIUt il.Ucd July 17 rc!uli('(l me 
last* ovoninj.^, and lill(!<l nu* with 
for the serious arcidonl that oceurn’d lo yon. 
Thank (lod no hones wom' hroken, and that 
no porinanent ri'sulls befell. N<t ihudil Ibis 
is greatly owing to the temjierali* h.ibils you 
speak of, for though I preaohed up iyuieions 
living in my last, yet 1 have no doubt, rare 
and regularity in diet It'iul p, really In render 
casualties to the frame (tf eomparalively liith; 
consequenee. Your thinking of your d.iughler- 
in-lovc at that parlieular eri.Hi.s went lo my luMit 
of hearts; for well do I kmiw by ex]»eih;nee that, 
at such supremo numumls, the thotip;ht "f those 
wo most inl(!nsely lov(i is the oini which .spring, s 
unbidden into the soul, and fills it. 

What a darling* woman your Mary must be 
lo have quietly pul that p<»rlr.iil where it wmild 
meet your eyes on waking 1 My mother and I 
agree she must boa nutst lovable being, to fo.ster 
as .she docs your ii.irliallty for your ehosen fav- 
ourite. Tell her, If she and I could have .solin'! 
quiet moments together, we would company notes 
on the policy, the wisdom, of cultivating our hus* 
[ ] 
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band’s fancy for another woman whom he can 
esteem and love. Charle.s has one or two of these 
pleasant feminine idols, and I am never prouder 
or happier than when any proof occurs of his and 
their mutual liking. I am convinced that this 
kind of friendship is among the things best lend- 
ing to the perfeclioning of men. It appeals to 
their gentlest and most generous feelings, it calls 
forth their kindliest sentiments, and excites their 
worthiest ambitions. I am sure my dear Mrs. 
Balinanno agrees with me; for you younself have 
been good enough to own much that confirms 
this, and my Cliarles has frecpienlly confessed 
that nothing has given him a more honourable 
pride than tlui attachment that subsists toward 
him from his female friends. 

You are very kind to be so well pleased with 
the trifles I had the jileasuro of .sending, and as 
kind to be candid in j[)oinling out what disap- 
pointed you, I can readily imagine that the 
.sight of her you arc accustomed to exalt in your 
idea, in that theatrical dress, was at first a kind 
of di.sap[)ointmant. The fact Is, it is less a por- 
trait of M. C. C. than an exact representation 
of her costume as Mrs. Quickly. I think I told 
you so. I prepared you for its being rather a 
picture of llic dress worn on that occasion than 
a likeness of face or figure. It is singular, your 

CiS3] 
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fancyiniJ me in :i " ntlxMtf ilarkc.l jjiain," for I 
aliuosl. invariably wear bbuk. I have baldly 
ov(;r worn uiiylbiii)'; oIs<' sini i* tin* year I losi 
my brolhiT ICdwanl. 

You are ((iiilo n'jjhl in llio iiifort'uct* you draw 
from tlin expression In my latlirr’seyoiuid mouth, 
that ho can bo a limumn i‘.l. I le was at out' time 
one of llio most involmale pnm.leis you I'ver 
know, lie and Leij^h lliml lea'd to pun ae.aiii’il 
each other, which could mako the woist- ‘and 
coiisc<[m;ntly the best - -puns, dm inji llu' evt'ie 
ing. ... 

You ask if you may not add iho lino you 
speak of to those at the hai:lf of Misliess 
Quiclcly’s picture. Assuredly; and if you refer 
to the bill of the amat<*ur performauci! which 
I onco scut you, you will st.Uo precisely the 
object of tho.se |ierformancos. 

I do not woudt'r, my dear sir, that Mr, Alii - 
bone .should not have mentioned to you my 
letters to him ; ho did not think it worth whih;, 
as they wore mere uoles of reply to his ohligiiig 
letters. The fael is, I am tmahle to extend my 
corrcspoiulcnec, for my liiue is alre.idy so much 
occupied III writing lliat I am com[ielled to give 
up a great deal of my leller-writing, and certainly 
to be careful of not adding more to my list of 
correspoiulcnls than I can avoid. 

I »s.t 3 
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And now, my dear sir, let me thank you very, 
very heartily for the gift of the black walnut box 
and its contents, which reached me quite safely 
last Saturday. ... You depreciate these gifts, 
but one of the points for which you abuse them 
is the very one that enhances their welcome ness 
to us : you say they are “ ver’ cheap, ver’ cheap 1 ” 
Now, that is one of the charms of a present be- 
tween friends. Its cost should form none of its 
merits. Something that shall be in constant use, 
and at the same time inexpensive, is the beau 
ideal of a keepsake from one intimate friend to 
anothei-. . . . Emma tells me in her last letter 
(from which I have cut out the enclosed vign- 
ette, that you may see the spot she now re- 
sides in ; if you remember, there is a charming 
description of this very house in Dickens’s “ Pic- 
tures of Italy ”) that your cedar tub is immensely 
admired there — for she took it with her. 

The very day my last letter was posted to 
you, I received a book from Mr. White' — a 
superb book — “Truths Illustrated by Great 
Authors.” A daughter may take the liberty 
of telling her father-in-love that she does not 
like him to make such costly presents. And 
believe her, when she says that she much rather 
accepts a trifle of no money value. The account 
of your little bird, in the one to the former lady, 
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channctl ino |)iirli(;ulatiy. In Ihti niiti lo 
liUkir, I i)on;L‘ivo you |>itl llit‘ (lucslidii, Whn w.-i 
Canipa.spo? You will liavc nancn 

berctl cro this that slu; was tnic of Ah'xantU, 
the (iroat's inislrrssi's, willi whom Aiicllrs ll| 
painloi* hnaunc <aiain(im'f(I, Aly iU'(|naiiilain; 
with her was thrmij![li that (*s(jiii.silr link- som 
<|uok;cl in thn cli-ar old "Inditialor" ul Ia-Io- 
Hunt; 

<‘C*upI<l u\y (*{tiu|ki'nir |i).nnl 
At cuhIii for KlkhPh; ( iipfil vu\ 

Uy Iho way, did yon know that niy mol her wa 
the godinotlKU- of the " Indicalor "i* Slu; su|j 
gcstccl its naino, and I.eigh Hunt adopted ii 
and the passage as a motto* which she hai 
pointed out as aft'onling gnmnd lor a gotH 
title. 

You grieve me, my dear sir. by offeiing an; 
excuse for sending K- iters t(» post and foiwaiij 
anrely you must feel llml any service we cai 
render you is a gratification eoiiferrc'd upon ui 
—you, who have (hme, and are conlimially doiiif^ 
so many kindnesses on our behalf 1 Yon asl 
me in that letUsr of July 8lb whether the 'I’ri 
hominalo are Whigs (»r 'I'oric's. Neither, nij 
dear sir; .staunch Idbarals, all three I 


* “ A drain of awcoi la worlli a ituiintl of 
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I am so rejoiced that your letters and box 
arrived in time for me to acknowledge their 
safe receipt before we left England. A If talks 
of some day next week for our departure for 
Nice. I shall hope to find, on my return home, 
a letter from my kind Enthusiast. . . . 

Mary Cowden Clarke. 

Robert Balmanno, Esq. 

Affectionate remembrances to Mrs. Balmanno. 


Dec. 13, 1852, 

27 PORCHESTER TeRRACE, BaYSWATER. 

My dear Enthusiast : 

I HAD the pleasure of receiving your charm- 
ing letter of Nov. 25th and 26th, last 
Saturday. I was first beginning to devour it to 
myself, but my men-folk twitting me with my 
selfishness, and laughingly hinting that there 
were of course secrets in it from my Enthusiast, 
that I wished first to read quietly, I indulged 
them; and, the Trihominate drawing cosily 
around the fire, we all tln*ee enjoyed your most 
pleasant letter aloud. . . . 

How very good of you, my dear sir, to send 
me the cast and the inkstand you mention; I 
shall prize them both most dearly. Alf has 
promised me to take means for their being 
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fotchoil from the docks in I, Ins manner you 
kindly designalo. Don't you deprcfiaU*, as you 
arc so fond of doiu};, your own handiwork. I 
have no doubt the ca.so you .speak of as .s<i 
" biinglingly dom.;” is very nicely ananjp-d. I 
have a particular fancy for anythinp; that bears 
the mark of liome-work. 'I'he very want of linish, 
which bespeaks the alwence of mere mechanical 
skill belonging to tlu' regular workm.ui's work’, 
is to me a charm. It [n'oclaims that .some friend 
luuH l)een kind enough to pod'er trying; to please 
himself, to buying it shop-perfect ioned article, 
'fhat’s why 1 dole on my thret* l.mip-sli.ides ; 
that’s why the blue and gold covers ttf the ink- 
stands I look to Italy wen; so nmch admiied ; 
they show lhata friend’s hand has been employed 
to produce something that shall grtdify those he 
loves. There’s a grace in amateur work high 
above i)rofe,ssional work. My molluu’ used to 
])refcr my cap-making Ui any Regent Street mil- 
liner’s, and f almost grudge Sabill.i her h.ivittg 
succeeded to my post tif cap-maker to “ Niobe." 
Charles fancies my wtuslcoat slilt:hing in jircfer- 
cnce to a tailor’s, and getierally httnoitrs a .silk or 
velvet vest of my fushitming when ho leelnrcs. 
I never dream of buying a f.isbionabh* porle- 
monnaic while my sisler.s are ho kind as to fur- 
nish me with purses of their own knitting; and 
i:«5«3 
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am prouder than I could he of any shop embroid- 
ery of a certain lovely apron which Niobc 
flowered over for me with rosebuds and leaves 
in natural colours upon black satin. There is a 
Ijleasant perpetual reminder of sentiment about 
home-work. I flattered my.self I was doing better 
homage to your kind gift of those portraits of 
honoured Daniel Webster, of Washington Irv- 
ing, of Hryant, and of Cooper, by getting glasses 
for them, and simply fashioning a certain plain 
framing of my own, with my own hands, for our 
book-room, than if I had sent them to a carver 
and gilder’s to be pro])i!rly mounted an<l framed. 
I think I know enough (tf your sentiment in such 
matters, my dear Enthusiast, to feel sure that 
you will agree with me in those whims of fancy. 

You arc very good to have thought of .sending 
mo some aoctiunl of M r. 'riiaekeray's hiclures and 
reception. I thank you for the very interest- 
ing jKiper.s you .sent me rt'S|)0(iing the lamented 
Daniel Webster. It was exactly llio act of an 
affectionately considerate f:ilher-in-lov(‘, to put 
that mourning mark round the e.vterior of the 
p:i[)cr, rceeivetl N<tv. 3rd, containing lhoa<xu)nnt 
of tlu' great man’s sudden death. It preinirisd 
[me foi' l a shock, which as it was, was great. I 
read with muidi interest the eulogiuin on the 
deceased contained in the second paiier, which 
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arrived at llu; close of Iasi niotilh. You may 
iniaiifino with what sad yet rev«'renlial feeline.s f 
sal in my diair Ihe ni'xt tiim' afltir icccivio)'; lh<‘ 
fatal news, and with how much mournlul |>,rali(i- 
oalion I looked a}.>ain at llu; w<n'ils Irm cd hy his 
jK'ii, and conlemplaled Ihe half caejc lhal had 
passed through his hands. 'I'licy have now am 
cpiired a sacied inlert'st in my t'yt's. 

I fc'll certain that you would I'njtiy the accoiml 
of our charming Ilalian holiday. Thai is (juite 
an I'lnlhusiasl's e.vclainaliou : “ h'loicius;! that 
city of my souH" ... I knew, loo, you wouhl 
he gi'.alifi(al with the notion of (indiiu',' our Niohe 
in her namesake's hall. With rej'.ud to your 
question respecting the size of llu* Trih\ma,‘ ac- 
cording to the best of all our rc< <illeclions, there 
was of course consid<‘rablti disci ep.mcy of evi ■ 
donee on the spur of the moment, even fnnu the, 
assembled imnubersof lh(‘ 'riihoiniualc alone. 1 
said about twenty or twenty-four feel; Ch.ules 
said twenty-four or twenty-five feel; .f\lf said it 
must be nuu;h nean'r forty feet in <liauieler.‘'' 
It is, as you correelly stale, of oel.igtiual form, 
and very lofty in proportion to its leuf’th and 
breadth. It is dtune-like at the lop; tunl the 
crimson ground of the whole is there inlaid with 

* uniz/i I’uiaci?. 

** The Trlbunu in ulimit ihlily kel in 
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pearly scollop shells. In the first place, its 
great height tends to make it seem smaller than 
it is ; and in the next place, it is a side room into 
which you turn from an immensely long and wide 
gallery, — ^the principal one, — which extends 
round the quadrangle of the piazza beneath, 
where are ranged colossal statues of Florence’s 
illustrious men. You may judge that the Tribuna 
must be of greater space than is conveyed by 
the impression it produces upon the spectator 
on first entering, when I tell you, that besides 
the Venus, the “goddess of your idolatry,” it 
contains four other pieces of sculpture ; the 
“ Lottatori,” “ The Dancing Faun,” the “ Slave 
overhearing the Conspiracy,” and the “ Apollo.” 
Your friend is under a mistake respecting the 
glass case; at least, the Venus does not stand 
beneath one now. It is, however, surrounded 
by a brass railing to protect it from the too 
near approach of the spectators: this contains 
four other pieces of sculpture. There are' also 
several large damask-covered armchairs ; and I 
remember that when Niobe used to sit in one of 
these, and we all standing about her, there was 
space between our party and the pedestals, and 
that other parties were constantly passing and 
repassing, visitors and artists; and that of the 
latter, there were more than one copying, so that 
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coiisklcnibit.! .spa<H! wa-. ot-cupicdl l»y (lifir <‘asr!'s 
.sl(a)l.s, ole, 'I’liis .shows lhal Alls cslini.ili* nmsl 
1)0 nearest to hoin}\’ ciniei l; Init ! )>h,ill not fail 
looollocl olhor oviiloitoo hy the lime I wiile lo 
you ai-fain. 

'I'ho pi<;tures I Ihinlc .ire all in the .s.ime [ilus's 
whii'h they soen'i lo have oeeitpied in this room 
when 1 lazlilt visited it. Von reineiidier hi.s 
doli}{hlfuI aiTouiU of it, in hi.s " Nnie-, ol a 
Journey”? Now I marvel at his ondtlin!', tit 
c.spooially ouloj>ize one pietme ihete, whieh 
cnohanlH mo: it is (Iiiereino's .Siliyl. It is a 
most ox<iuisilo piece of art, to mv ihinkiii}',. 
The face is a perfect iileal of r.ipl, and inspired 
thought, high inlelligenee, and woimiidy lieanly. 
(hiereino is on<“ of my idols; he h.e. so much 
inloltecliial refinement, as well as art evcellenee. 
Do you ri'eoltecl the expre.ssion of lhal *' St. 
Cecilia" of his, in our Dulwich (tallmy? It is 
a consummate representation of a f.tce in the act 
of listening. The e.vpression is ahsolnli-iy per- 
feet; and the hands are [ilaced on the orp.an 
keys with no less grace and ;ippropii,iiene;tS 
than they arc charmingly painted. Thmc i.s a 
wonderful picture of this master in one ol the 
palaces at (lonoa. It is a (lying (‘leopali.i. It 
may not he predscly " the serpent of tthl Nile,” 
but it is a glorious painting of a heautilul fem.de 
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form, extended upon a rich background of dark 
velvet drajDery. Titian himself, I think, never 
excelled the colouring of the flesh ; and the 
feminine charm of the face and attitude, to my 
taste, greatly surpass his achievements in that 
particular. I of course thought deeply of dear 
Hazlitl, when I saw some of the chefs d’ceuvre 
of this latter artist, whom he so idolized. The 
“ Ippolito dei Medici,” and the portrait known 
as the “ Bella di Tiziano,” both in the Pitti 
Palace at Florence, are fully worthy even of the 
exalted praise he lavished upon them. But I 
think, altogether — though it is difficult to pick 
out the favourite among so many choice beauties 
— my greatest charmer of all the pictures in the 
Palazzo Pitti was Guido’s “ Cleopatra.” It is love- 
liness itself. I used to sit by the hour together 
opposite to that picture, luxuriating in the two 
several embodiments of that scene by Guido and 
by our Willie Shakespeare, both perfect in their 
respective art-realizations, yet each so different. 
In the one the coldish drapery, the few pearls 
among the hair, the simple basket of figs, — her 
luxuriance of personal beauty the sole rich point 
in the picture ; in the other the royal tires, the 
dramatic fitness in the contrast of the voluptuous 
imperial woman with the earthy grinning boor, 
the poisonous asp, the attendant woman, all the 
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pomp niul cifcumslanct; of <U‘ath invokocl by 
regal feminine will. 

Yes, my dear .sir, yt)U did lidl me before that 
your other correspomlcnl had not mentioned the 
query respecting Campasi)e, althoui;h M. C. C. 
had. . . . 

MaUV CklWIiKN (U.AKKK. 

Kindo.st compliments and regards to Mrs. 
Balnianno. 


Jan. I'/, 

37 INimiii'iiru ‘rutHiver, lUvswATru. 
My riKAU l'’ATin;u-iN-i.ovi; ! 

I Sri’ down to have a gossip with you, not 
because I have anything partieular to say, 
— a woman, you know, o:in iilw.iy.s Itml somc' 
thing to .say, though there .should be nolhiiig to 
.say, — but because this blustering .s(‘asoii, when 
I have lH!en pcnpetually hearing " the r.dn and 
wind beat dark 1 )ecembi!r," ‘ iny thoughts natu- 
rally recur to the poor "fn-ightiug .souhs" in the 
ships at sea on the broad Atlantic, and tium 
lake [ilacid refuge with one who dwells im " the 
other." And then I am seized with a longing 
to chat with him and tell him that with the New 
Year his daughter-in-luve breathed a fervent 
jiraycr for his seeing many haj)py ones, and 

‘ "Cymbcllnc," Act III, Scciio III. 
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triislocl Ibat the past one had dealt as gently and 
kindly willi him as with her, which (on reviewing 
its occurrences and events) she owned it had 
done, in all gratitude and thanksgiving. And 
she hoiicd he felt sure that she had not forgot- 
ten his honoured name, in her kind wishes on be- 
half of all those she loved, at home and abroad, 
at the period of Christmas, “ when the bird of 
dawning singeth all night long,”’ and affectionate 
thoughts arc rife, “.so hallowed and so gracious 
is the time.”® Do you not think some of these 
wakeful nights (provided illness or anxiety has no 
share in their ,sleopIes.sncss) when, as old Chaucer 
hath it, “ I had ne sicknessc nc disease,” arc 
veiy pleasant ? So many placid thoughts of 
those we love, so many solemn yet peaceful and 
hopeful aspirations for them, have place in our 
hearts, that the hours pass anything l>ut drearily. 
If I am much excited during the daytime with 
any matter I have in hand, I am apt to wake 
soon after my first hour’s sleep, and lie dream- 
ing, with my eyes clo.scd but with their senses 
open. This kind of somnambulism, whore the 
brain alone is walking, the faculties only in 
activity, is far from disagreeable to my taste. 
Don’t you agree with me? 

> " ILimlel,” Ael I, Scene I. 

» Ibid. 
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some verse by a young poet, which I met with 
llicrc. I own I look the “ Host’s Story” to be 
by dear Leigh Hunt. “ I think we do know the 
sweet Roman haiicl,”^ but it seems I was inis« 
taken, and that it was by the same which penned 
the " Idyl ” in the previous year’s Christmas num- 
ber — very charming also. The ''Masque of 
the New Year,” likewise, quite in the genuine 
taste and sweet versification of Leigh Hunt’s 
school, I wish you would read them, particu- 
larly the '' Host’s Story,” and tell me it you don’t 
think the narrative (like an Arabian tale, a Sin- 
bad adventure put into ballad rhyme), the turn 
of thought, the easy yet terse expression, all 
wonderfully in hi.s style. I own my.selC <iiiito 
smitten with this young poet's verse. It is so 
delicious nowadays to meet with smooth, dear, 
understandable, true poetry. In this age of 
crabbed obscurity and far-fetched, incomprehen- 
sible mysticism under the name of fine writing, 
it is perfectly refre.sliing to come upon .such a 
wholo.some spring of poesy as the one in question. 

f am happy to tell you that our letters from 
Nice, (jcno.a, and Madrid continue to bring us 
welcome n(!WH of Ibe family health. Dear Niobc 
and I interchange rivalries and amicable com- 
petitions, as Sir Hugh Evans might call them, 

» " TweIfU* NiglU," Afl III, .Sn'ue IV. 
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rcK])cclin5’; llu* rU.Uivc* .succcfi.s of our S(‘V('i.il 
Chrislmas |)ii(.l(liii;\s. Mini' was a jH'i fcrl arliiovo- 
nioiU (lK:l\v(!t;ii you ami nu', t rcdil is fiilin ly dut' 
lo luy worthy A!)ii',ail and cook, I\Io:.s, who lakes 
])ridc in nmkin;; lier ('hrisliua‘> ptiddiiip, *'(|iial 
Iho f!;’ood old linu's when Mrs. Novelho always 
“inissus" still with her, I 'm only Mr... ( laike ■ • 
was n'l'nant in our little hoii.seliold), and )»ro 
n()um;ed I)y the 'I'rihominale, in .solenui eoiun il, 
to he inali;hle.ss. My mother's lu'C houiu' and 
cook is only a foreiipier, poor thine,, so how i an 
she expect to make an A i Ivnj'lish dish ? ■ was 

a comparative failure. This w.is owned ; hut iny 
mother intends, for the honour of I'aij'J.nid, to 
liave another trial, 'riiere are one or two Iriends 
of n»y molher’.s in Nii'i; who h.ive enteied into 
lliis national jest, all of them havinp, a slice of 
her puddinj;, and .silliuj^; or I'alinp; in )ml)',menl 
upon it. ()n<! of them, an hin^^lish l.idy- -an 
old ])upil of iny father's, now marrit'd to an 
Italian, and setth'd in Nice al'fcel.s lo enter 
the list of contest with her, and m.ikc a ( ‘liriMl- 
mas pudding in riviilry, competing lor the palm. 

I hear that another of the little circle, the M.ir- 
chose (li Negro, famed for his improvisalorti 
power.s, has composed a poem on the oi (;asion 
of Nioho’s imdding-m'disd. This d.irling old 
gentleman, who is a great favourite with my 
I J 
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Saloilla, and upwards of eighty years of age, has 
enchanted my mother by his playful entering 
into a gay jest with all the vivacity and spirit 
of youth. In writing me an account of it, she 
took occasion to say how charming it was to 
see men of intellect, in advanced life, keep up 
the grace and animation and kindly playfulness 
and intei'est in cheerful subjects, that their dear 
old Marchesc and my kind Enthusiast make a 
point of doing. She observed how truly wise 
and philosophical they showed themselves, pre- 
serving youth ajuidst advancing years by their 
liveliness and good taste. I should jierhajjs ask 
your forgiveness for this long pudding-story ; 
but I told you at the outset of my letter that 
I was going to gossip and merely scribbled 
down anything that caim; into my head. 

While I am on whimsical topics, let me tell 
you a whim I detected your M. Cl. C. in the 
other day. I have a way of keeping my papers 
sorted in little .supplementary portfolios of any 
odd paper f can lay hold of. I could have 
plenty of new smooth sheets from dear old Alf, 
by only asking for them, from Dean Street. Jlut 
I like such scraps as I’ve any pleasant associa- 
tion with ; and I could n’t help smiling to ujy- 
.self — as I lioi^e you ’ll do when you read this — 
to find how many of these .scraps were of a cor- 
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tain buff paper — delightfully tough of texture, 
yet smooth and glossy of surface' — which had 
come to me at various times round divers 
Ametican packets. I like these folios thus 
much better than if they had been fresh, un- 
used pieces. . . . 

How charmingly the “ Bleak House ” goes 
on, doesn’t it? By the by, you remember, of 
course, the immortal Mrs. Crackit’s Christmas- 
pudding anxieties in the “ Christmas Carol,” 
apropos of my story detailed above. Your 
Royal Douglas is to appear in Royal Presence 
this week. I hear that next Friday his new 
comedy is to be played for the first time in the 
Rubens Room at Windsor, for the Queen’s 
Palace Theatricals. This is a delightful and 
most due honour, is it not? Charles has been 
lecturing down at Sherborne this last week, at 
the Institution thei-e, which was opened by an 
admirable speech — which you may probably 
have seen reported in the papers at that lime — 
in honour of literature and literary institutions, 
by its President, Mr. Macready, who had recently 
purchased an estate in that neighbourhood, and 
settled there on his retirement from the stage. 
He has lately suffered severe domestic bereave- 
ments, having lost his wife, and a grown daugh- 
ter, to whom he was said to be passionately 
[ 170 1 
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attached. When Charles arrived he found a 
most elegant letter from Mr. Macready, regret- 
ting that he could not receive him, as he could 
have wished, at his own house, and stating his 
sad condition as the reason. Both Charles and 
I were, as you may imagine, greatly touched and 
gratified by this kind courtesy, especially under 
the circumstances. But on the few occasions 
on which I have had intercourse with Mr. 
Macready, I have uniformly found him to be 
in his private courtesy what you might have 
expected from his public career; wherein he 
maintained the true honour and dignity of his 
profession, and sedulously devoted himself to 
the promotion of the best interests of his art, 
and the highest illustration and representation 
of our Idol’s creations. Not one of his least 
worthy deeds, while he was manager, was his 
care in seeing that his theatre was dedicated 
as strictly as possible to its legitimate purpose ; 
and so assiduously did he labour and preserve it 
from the contamination of visitors who did not 
come solely to enjoy the play, that I can assert 
from my own experience it was scarcely more 
difficult for a lady to go to Drury Lane Theatre 
while he was controller there than to enter her 
own drawing-room alone. I remember once if 
not twice, Charles and I met there by appoint- 
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ment, in the particular box we always took 
seats in, when his engagements prevented his 
accompanying me at first into the house. And 
certainly during no other season than that do I 
remember such a thing being within the range 
of possibility for a woman to do. That seaspn we 
went very, very often, both on account of the cir- 
cumstance I refer to, and because Mr. Macready 
very generously paid us the compliment of put- 
ting down both our names on the free list, which 
you may imagine was an honour and privilege 
of which your daughter-in-love was not a little 
proud. To tell you a secret, she was so proud 
of it, her head was so turned by it, that the first 
time she signed her name in the great book at 
the free entrance, she was so giddy with her 
exaltation she hurried away forgetting to take 
her pass-check. You may imagine how Charles 
laughed at me. And how I laughed at myself, 
when I got to the head of the great staircase 
and was asked for it, and we had to go back 
ignominiously and fetch it of poor old Mr. 
Massingham, who I think was then still the 
occupant of that charmed little portal! 

What a long "pribbles and prabbles” have 
I scrawled to you, all about nonsense and 
nothingness I 
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I tell Niobc soniclimcs that I often find my- 
self seized with a longing to sit at her feet and 
lay my head in her lap and chat rubbish by the 
hour, as I used to do in the old happy times, 
when I had nothing to do but seek her in the 
next room, after a hard day’s work in my own 
don. Think of me always, dear kind friend, as 
Your gratefully adeclionate 

M. C. C. 


J'kh. 17, iSs;{, 

ay I*ou(;in vri-'n 'riaaiAcr,, UAYswATiat. 
My dkau T*'atiiisI(-in-i,ovm : 

L ast Monday biung set apart in the calen- 
dar as especially propitious to amicable 
Corresi)ondenee, and moreover, bringing with it 
an Ameri<;an ])ost, I had half a hope that it 
might have brought me a valentine from my 
American I'inthusiast. .So long as it is not 
indisposition that prevents his writing, I am 
content to abide his own lime, — indisposition 
of body, I me.an, for I know hi.s affection is 
always well enotigh disposed toward honoured 
M. C. C. 

I have to lhai\k you, my dear sir, for a coj)y 
of a pap«‘r, the “ New York Herald," containing 
an account of the hlricsson caloric ship, directed 
pleasantly and conjointly to the Trihominalc 
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and J. A, N. We were excessively interested 
with the details; and you may be sure your 
daughter-in-love’s eyes filled sympathetically at 
that description of the inventor’s emotion on 
seeing the device upon the vessel. I could well 
understand that it was not merely pride and grati- 
fied vanity which called forth his manly tears ; but 
the inward sense of triumph and joy, to behold 
before him the actual proof that the idea which 
had so long been a truth to himself was now be- 
come a visible truth to his fellow-men, and that 
there it was, a palpably embodied fact, in the 
eyes of the whole world. Your kind thought 
in sending the paper enabled me not to appear 
quite a dunce upon the subject, when, a few 
clays after, chance brought me next to a gentle- 
man at a dinnei’-table who was full of the Erics- 
son ship marvels. . . . 

Do you ever take lunch with you to the 
Custom House? I always beg my Charles to 
take a sandwich with him to Dean Street, and 
I attribute somewhat of the very regular health 
which, thank God, he enjoys to this practice. 
I have made him two little fold-up cases, so that 
they may be washed and kept perfectly fresh and 
fair, for the purpose of carrying what our friend 
Dugal Dalgetty* calls his “provant.” Now it 

^ ** Legend of Montrose," by Walter Scott 
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would give me one of my pceuliar fanciful pUjas- 
uwM if my dear falhcr-in-love would let me make 
him two such sandwich cases. It would be a 
delight to me to know that some of his M. C. C.’.s 
needlework accompanied him daily, to and from 
his own iu)use. It would ho a whim just after 
your danghlcr-in-lovc’s own heart, if you would 
allow me to imagine Ihiit yon also would take 
some gratification in this. Will you? 

We have had some snow at last; w<! began 
to fancy that wo were to pass through winter 
without having a touch of his while wand. ( )nr 
accounts from Nice continue oxei'llenl, thank 
(loci I They also have had snow on the moun- 
tains to lluar north, hut seanrly lusir them. 
The grand old fellow which towiirs at the end 
of the valley lln;rt;, and forms the hack.gr(>un<l to 
my dear mother’s view from her little drawing- 
room window, was capped with wlule lately, but 
his hood did not .^ipread into a mantle. 

I am happy to say the lunvs from Genoa is 
licttcr. Clara’s little Portia — who, with her 
young sister Valeria Is at the college there, with 
their Aunt Mmma — ■ is recovering. 'Phe dar- 
ling child is deeidcdly delicate. Clara lierscdf, 
I am thankful to say, conlimies well and pros- 
perous, at Madrid with her hushand. . . . 

MaHY CoWDKN Ct.AKKli. 
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Trilumiinalc 1k\sI. regards lo you and Mrs. Hal- 
manno. AK talks of writing' l(» yon soon about 
the change in Iiis liroadway aiipointmcnls. 


33 , 

3'/ I’oiyiii' Ml « 'I'l itn-u i, 1 Iay!.wati;k, 
My iiHAU l‘’AJiinu.iNM.ovr. : 

T his morning’s post has just Iininj';ht me 
your delightful letter daled Mar. ytli, to- 
gether with the Now York paper of tin; Sih. 
Hut I have also to aekuowledj>e two other 
charming letter.s. . . , 'J'he first of these two 
latter ones grieved me deeply with its news of 
your fearful accident (though, thank (lod, it was 
no wor.se, and left no more lasting elTecls), and 
also of the terrihle cough from which you havci 
been suffering. Cough, and bronchitis, and 
"grippe" — which is a coulincutal wor<l for 
that affection <if the. throat which is frccpiently 
•so fatal — have been awfully prevalent, both 
here and abroad, tluls last winl<;r season. Our 
dear Niobe writes us word of tlio ravages it has 
made at Nice; though, thank Heaven, she and 
Sybil and my father and Emma and the chicks 
at Genoa, as well as Clara and her husband jit 
Madrid, have escaped. Clara mentions that the 
t:'76 3 
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Madrid people are cruelly subject to pulmonary 
affections. It i.s intensely cold there in winter; 
though so extremely hot in .summer. 

I clo not wonder at your enthusiasm respect- 
ing the volume of Mr. Collier’s containing those 
emendations. Charle.s, who has been going care- 
fully through them, has been greatly struclc 
with mo.st of them. You may judge how exce.s- 
sivcly busy I mu.st have been, and am, when I 
tell you that I have not yet found time to read 
the volume. Is not that a fine .solution of the 
dilTiculty with regard to the word “hlanlcet" in 
Lady Macbeth’s speech? — “Nor Heaven peep 
through the ///(rnhiess of the. dark," etc.* Js it 
not a fine, Inu!, ])oetieal imaj’e? And is it not a 
most probable printer’s (sror, the old double s 
being so (lueinly made', occasionally? 

Tlic daily and nightly gratitude and thanksgiv- 
ing which you allude to in your letter of Mar. 8th 
thrilled .sympathetically to my heart. . . . 

Your account of your emidoymcnl and your 
wakeful hours perfectly corresponded with certain 
of your daughter-in-love’s habits at those times. 
When I can’t sleep, which, in the excitement of 
writing something during the day upon which I 
am I'ager, fnsiueutly occurs, I also get up and 

' INtuciHiili/* Art I, Scene V ; Nnr Heaven peep tlimiigh 
the blanket ut the 
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scnl)i)lo. Liilely, wlien C’hiiric.s was away, llii.s 
bccanu! ho conslaiilly Uu; case, llial I {'.ul a )',tio(l 
cloal plamiod roacly for llu' followui)> day’s wtulc. 
As you truly aiul admirably say, " llio luiud is 
then clear and, as it wcio, youu}', tlicro is a 
})cculiar vividness and fn;siin<;ss in llu' icK-as 
at that period, and lluat' is a {peal coiuloii in 
gellin^n’ tlnnn fasUmed down upon paper hefoif 
the stir and din of day ciuncs to dispcisu or 
weaken them. I must Udl you lhat lalely, on 
one of thes(! wakeful oeeasions, 1 sketi bed (»nt 
the whole e.ondud of a lunv stoiy. I hope it 
will one day t;ome forth in maimed subslaine. 
Meanwhile, I expect that you will fall in love 
with its heroine before she sees the lie, hi, sima' 
her mune is l<» be Mary Hrooklyn. In the in- 
tcrim, I need m)l ask you to pieserve, with the 
chariness of a gcmiiim! hivttr, her styh' autl title. 
If you sliouhl feel inip(;lh‘d to toast her, let it In* 
as " M, lb," which will se(;m to the uninitiated 
a charming conjugal c<miplimenl and a proof 
of your .steadfast faith to the lady of your 
allegiaiK'o. 

You ask me whelliier my .st'al is out' of b'.c.sie’s. 
In my uncertainly which .seal yon allude to, 1 'll 
send you all iny Shakespeaiv heads, with the 
several accounts of each imiiression. I think 
the title you propose for Mi.s. Ibdmannu's book 
L «'/H J 
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excellent. I am quite longing to make acquaint- 
ance with “ Compositions.” . . . 

The origin of my mother’s settling down in 
Sardinia was this. In the winter of ’47 she had 
a severe attack of bronchitis, that very, very nearly 
deprived us of her forever. I begged to be al- 
lowed to sleep with her, as she fancied no one 
could amuse her so well as I ; and I assure you, 
my dear sir, there were many hours dui-ing those 
long suspenseful nights when I lay listening to 
her painful breathing, that filled me with the 
most terrible of all dreads. However, thank God, 
she rallied, and was spared to us. Through the 
summer of ’48 she had recovered, it is true, but 
she became very feeble and delicate. Some- 
times when I used to see her sitting waiting to 
take her daily drive out, looking pale and drawn 
and eager (she is one of the most energetic of 
women, her spirit of alacrity and eagerness is 
like a girl of twenty and her pulse is almost 
like an infant’s), with that expression which 
suggests the mind being too active for the 
body, I had the most keen anxiety and the 
sharpest fear that the struggle must end in 
the defeat of the frame. Well, in the latter 
autumn of that year, Clara and her husband 
were leaving their beautiful estate at Fermo, 
to make some stay in Rome, and they wrote 
[ 179] 
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to pei'Hiuulc niy uiotluir lo }>(> aiui winliir lluiio 
willi Ihoin. She consoiUcd, and kindly lot)k 
Junnui and Sahilla with lior, fur tlic advanlaj'.c 
and [)leasun! uf iho holiday in Italy, When 
she loft Craven Hill Cutla}',<' (hat evi'ninp; to 
sot out on her joiirnoy, as sh(‘ loaned on 
my father’s arm lo walk to llu; j^ardeti {',alt^ 
toward the ooaedt, her slep was so ('e(!hle. her 
face so whit(;, her air al(op<'lh('r so frail 
and fra^'ilo, that my heart melted within in<', 
while I would not own lo myself the ihonpjit 
that filled it with a eold tenor. Hut lu'r jour- 
ney was .slow, she. had two exi-elUml nurses with 
her, and the letters we received from the tlillVr- 
ent stages of her progri'ss announced her I'ladii- 
ally belter and better, stronger and ,slron}’,er, as 
she got more and more .stout. ( )n la-.n'liine; Nict', 
she found the climate so eN(|nisile, that althonpji 
the month was November, yet the wimlows of 
her hotel apartment were open, and p.ave lo 
view a garden blooming with tioweis in lieh, 
summer-like beauty. During her sojourn at 
Romo, the impre.ssion of Ni<e, remained with 
her*, and on her return next spring she .sltipped 
Ihi're for a lime. The impression w.ts eon- 
firmed I ly a second aeqiiainl.uiee with the .spot; 
and finally she wrote us liome wttnl that she 
believed that if she wishcil to preserve herself 
L‘ I 
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alive for us, she must decide upon self-exile 
from an English climate, and remain \vherc 
she was. Thus it was concluded upon ; and we 
have had reason to bless the decision, which 
although it partly banished her from us, yet 
still retained her in “ this breathing world ” to 
contribute to our happiness whenever we could 
join her. That same year my father went out 
to her, accompanied by us Trihominate, — he 
staying to reside there with her, we three re- 
turning to our work, in the hope of being one 
day able to fulfil her desire of having us also 
settled with her in her Nice nest. Meantime 
we “ snatch a hasty joy ” each autumn, and have 
been blessed with power each year to carry it 
into effect. 

I thought you would be ainu.sed with the 
pudding-history I Unfortunately, I have not a 
copy of those verses, they are probably not writ- 
ten even ; for the Marchese di Negro is famous 
among those celebrated for improvisatorc pow- 
or.s. f must have expressed myself ill to give you 
the notion that I wrote on that American yel- 
low paper; I used it for separating-cover.s, or 
l)ortfolius, to my different scrawlings. There- 
fore, my dear father-in-lovo, with many thanks 
for your kind offer, I do not wish for the quires 
you offer, the sheets I get at different times from 
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you as('ii\rli>i)t‘s answ»>tiiij^ my |mrjinM* c.ipil.illy 
anil liaving llm uxlra djanii of ai.-aicialimi, 

'I'ltal is a Imriihly ilark im iiarc ol yours 
win’uh you llirow out in isist* ol my nnl aia-om' 
jtanyinii’ my hrollu'r to AmniiM. Itnl in ilu; 
firsl [tlacc, lu! is mol Koiui;- lliis year, ami in ^h(^ 
lU'xl, I 1kiv(‘ so invinrililu a Innorof Ma'Voyaj;;in|>' 
lluil I Ihink nolliinj]; t oiild drau' mo lo rni omi- 
lor llial fearful Allaulio nrean for days and 
nif^hls. 'I’lmso two Immsol (lavn sin)* tlm Hiil- 
ish Channel, and Iwo houi'. hade, are an annual 
agony In mu. Nolhing hul myhdovi'd molher's 
living on one siile and mysi'lf on ihe other rould 
induce me ever lo cross ii more. My imag.ina* 
lion lorhirus me all Ihe lime. "How .thhorred 
in jw/r iinaginalion il isl"' Will yon ihink mo 
a very coward if I own this? And will yon 
forgive and nol misinlerprel int' (lor 1 should 
feel gralefid for Ihe folding lhat ins|iiied il, 
Ihongh th(' aclualily would ilismay me), if I 
confess lo you lhal <uie of Ihe very (liing.s you 
lull me as an inducemenl would ai l as a de- 
turrer, — lhat my rei'eplion in New York and 
Huston would he so Haltering, Von tlo mil 
know what a shy, odd lillle fish your M, C. C. 
is, my dear falhur«in-love. 

' " llimilo,” Acl V, Seme I: " Iluw Aliliitrua tti in)' iiioul- 
nation It in I " 
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What a mad absurdity this " medium ” /anati- 
cism seems to 1)e I I have heard of a lady here, 
a clever though not a sensible woman — and 
there is a vast difference — who is bitten with 
this ridiculous mania to an almost incredible 
pitch. 

Very many thanks, my kind fathcr-in-lovc, for 
tluj ct)niplete sets of the “Girlhood" engravings. 
I am half ashamed of my holdne.ss in asking you 
for them, yet only half ashamed either. Let me 
tell you a circumstance that I know will give my 
I'hitluisiast pleasure. I was at a large party in 
llrook Street the other evening; our kind friends 
Dr. .Storrar and his wife are almost the only 
pco|)le we allow ourselves to break through our 
strict resolve to forbear indulging in visiting. 
As I was standing by the library fire, taking 
coffee before going up into the drawing-room, 
Mr, Wallace .Scott — the artist of that miniature 
of Charles that was presented to me, and of one 
of Clara's lilvencH.ses — came up to me, and pres- 
ently said : “ I have a young sister of fifteen 
yeans of ago, who, over since Mr. Cowden Clarke 
gave me a copy of your ‘ Cnrlhood 'falcs,' has pos- 
sessed herself of it, and not allowed me the use 
of my own property. The fact i.s, she has taken 
a prodigious fancy to the stories, and having a 
talent for drawing, she has pleased hcnsclf by 
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niakini; illusUalions Id llu'in. 1 saw tlic slc<‘U ]d\s 
wliih; llu‘y wi;U! in haiiit, and hciiijj willing' i(» 
cnoourajji! lusr tasU' and indiur her lo ciillivalc 
it, I praisi'd Ihrui, ]ioiiiU’d oul oiir dc two mat' 
Un-H which she iniphl iin|irdV(', rdshinif, (-Ic., and 
told lu’l‘ that slu: mi)', hi cdinitlt’lc (he !u'l and 
make a fair copy, and I wduld takelhcm In Mis. 
Cuwdon (Harkr, in her nanm." Vdti may ima",- 
inc, my dear falhcr-in-ldve, tny di-lij;;lil. TIk' 
null’d iidlidn of sedinj'; liow a ydun*', hcsh hcait 
of fiflddii would view ihd latidics finltiididil in 
those stories f>,'avd me exipiisile jpaliliralidu; 
but whdii I came to see the diawinjp, them- 
solves, I asHure you I was ent hanlcd. So much 
artislid taste, delicacy of feelitij';, senlimcnl, spirit, 
and beauty were to be traced in the series of 
illustrations. I was j'lealty delij-hted. as 1 think 
you will be, lo hear of it even. Ninbe was 
charmed. 

How you transport me by lellinj.^ me you take 
hineheon, and will t arry it with you daily in my 
needlework I It will Inr like accompanyinij you 
to the ofliee, and bej'uilinjj the way with cliat. 
When I think of walking arm in arm with yon, 
clear falher-indove. my dream of the dark Ab 
lantic Ocean acems lo pale and lessen, And 
yet "—to see iho human ineonsisletiey'!' I wouhl 
rather w/scc you I It would ile.slruy (lie sliange 
I ««.i ;i 
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romantio charm which invests our mutual fricncl- 
sliip ; intimate tliough unknown, — affectionately 
esteeming and regarding, without one inter- 
changed sj)oken word. I should not like to 
have it destroyed, methinks. 

Yes, my d(!ar sir, 1 think I can answer your 
(|iiery wliy my letters now seem to have Ijccome 
more welcome than over to you : it is because \vc 
know each other more thoroughly. It is a ma.xim 
of mine that a genuine attachment strengthens 
with time; and that we love those we truly 
love the more, the more and the longer wc know 
them. 'I'he very acquaintance with thoughts and 
impm-fections increases liking, where the liking 
is genuine, I am sure that Charles and I loved 
each other better after we were old married folk 
than we did when he first asked the girl of 
scarcely seventeen to be his wife; and I am 
certain we love each other more firmly and 
truly after more than twenty-four years of wed- 
Incdv. I think this growth of liking may not bo 
whore the liking is superficial at first; but where 
it is a liking founded on esteem and in-efcrcnco, 
and that ine.Kplicahle sympathy which springs 
from like tastes, like opinions, like .sentiments, I 
feel convinced that liking ever grows and grows, 
and strengthens and strengthens. You pleased 
me greatly by the thought that you and your 
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Mary aro going lo oiijoy Ihc " M<'ny Wivc's ” 
logolhor, and intend Ihiiilcing" of your Mistrrs.s 
Quickly. 

Charles ha.H been gloriously reccivi-d in I'klin. 
burgh during' his laic 0(>ur.Hc of lecture’s Ihcrei, 
both privately and jniblicty; and at a lish din- 
ner th(!y got up in his honour at Nenvhavcn, 
the Shoril'f of Mid-I.olhian, who was cliairnian, 
made a very elegant spticch, in which be allmhid 
to his former ac(|uainlancc with Ihc Mistress 
Quickly of the Amateur ('oiupanyat the lime 
they were tlunx! in iK,|o. fn proposing lu;r 
health — which lu; did after Charles’s- he 
playfully informed the company that he knew 
Mrs. Cowdon Clarice years before In; had seen 
her husband, and that .sevtu'al agreeable |)assageH 
had ])assod between them, and that it woidd be 
a perfect Concordance, l() have Mr.s. Cl. on his 
right and Mr, C'. on his left; yet that .she lunng 
absent', he was not wholly free IVoni a little 
ambition lo rouse Mr. C'. C.'.s jealousy. When 
Charlc.s replied, h(^ t(dd llui company that he 
wished Mrs. C. could have beeit present to reply 
herself to the presumptinms speech they had just 
heard; and said it was very probable that she 
might have quoted lo them from the play in 
which they had seen her: "As for my good 
man, he’s as far from jealousy as I am from 
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giving him cause ; and that, I hope, is an im- 
measurable distance. And as fur the fat 
” — pointing to the chairman ■ — “ I leaven 
guide him to my husbamrs cudgel; and the 
J)evil guide his cudgel afterwards." You may 
imagine this told w(‘ll. Charles’s late .sojourn 
in Edinburgh has been one continual triumph. 
They are a delightful audience, so appreciative 
and e.xact in judgment; and in their own houses 
so kind and hospitable when you are a favour- 
ite. And this makes their welcome the more 
valuable. 

I thank you very much for the accounts of the 
Ericsson success; it is delightful. His s[)ecch 
that you (pioUi was fine. That is always the 
feeling of gnsit discoverers. A most admirable 
mechanical gemius, Mr. Ikissemcr, who.se centrif- 
ugal pump gained great admiration at the Exhi- 
bition of ’5r, told Alf the other clay that it was 
a curious thing to him to .speculate on the time 
when all these discoveries, which arc now so 
imi)ortant, will be .superseded l)y others yet more 
ing(!nious. 

llow entrancing to have you, my dear fathcr- 
in-love and Enthusiast, talk of feeling young 
again or readijig a book you enjoy. It is glori- 
ous, this privilege of i)rolonged youth which is 
accorded to those of cultivated taste and judg- 
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menl’, willi lilcniiy likings, !iiul ;uL nni'clions, 
luUk'd lo Ihoir lionu; loves. J.nnir may it Ik; 
enjoyed by her kind fallua’-iii-luve, piays, in all 
.sincerity, 

Makv (’owih'.n (‘i.aukk. 

I hardly cart; toadd .separaU' itreelini'S to Mis. 
Bahnanno, .since I write to him who is out; with 
herself. . . . 

The .seal impre.ssions, the Irille-noles, anti tin; 
sandwich cases, Alf has undertaken to st;nd by 
his ne.xt parcel lo New York. 

I was coni))elled to tail off this last .shetd on 
account; of poslagt;.weij.ihl ; but I leave the slip 
on, since yon tell ino your ingenious method tif 
jircscrving your M. C'.’s gossip Itdleis, I 
have every one my Mnlhusiast ever wrote me ; 
but they are not .so dtiverly arranged. («od 
blcs.s him I 


Ai'hk. iKfiit, I Hi;,!, 

a? I’lllteilIMt It 'I'l KIIAt i;, lUVMVAII It. 
Mv DKAIt gN’inosiAsr! 

T ins April spring weather prompts me lo 
.send greeling.s lo niy kind falher-indove, 
since I can’t wend to him in person. I trust 
yon arc by this lime rndte recovered frt»m all ill 
offecLs from your accident in the winter, and 
that you are preparing lo enjoy .sprii^g and 
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sunuiKJi* in Iheir genial beauty. I suppose you 
will 1)0 sponcling the day-aClcr-tlic-day-atl'er-lo- 
niori'ow in right gonial and right royal fashion, 
wurliiy of the most gxsnial of geniuses and most 
regal of poets, whosi; Commemoration Day it is. 

We have just had a gonial addition to our 
Trihominato eirclo in the shape of Clara’s 
advent She arrived in ICngland rather more 
than a week sinee, from Madrid. When she got 
so near within range as Paris, she and Alf held 
a conversation together by means of the eleelric 
wires. Those are something like mediums ” 
if you phtasel I'hcir intcroommunieations.secin 
little short of spirit intercourse. It was odd 
enough to have Alf asking Clara in Paris 
wliether she’d come to sing the Requiem of 
Mo/.art on the following day, and her answering 
him in London, that as she felt rather tired ancl 
lazy after her journey from Spain, she thought 
she should not I A marvellous and most delight- 
ful age wc live in, dear sir, to command such 
powers of transmitting our thoughts thus far and 
thus promjilly I 

They talk of a hrilliant musical season in Lon- 
don this year. On Saturday 1 went with (.ilara 
to the Philharmonic rehearsal, where siio en- 
chanted me with those sui)reme tones of hers in 
Meyerbeer’s very dramatic song of •' Robert, toi 
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que j’airae ” from Robert le Diable. Did I ever 
tell you that I once embroidered her two queer 
pocket-handkerchiefs, which, by the by, she tells 
me she has still ? In each of three corners were 
the first few bars of one of her favourite arias, 
surmounted by the composer’s name in flourished 
Old English letters, and in the fourth corner her 
own name worked across the bars of an embroid- 
ered lyre. It was eccentric, but rather pretty ; 
for the sake of the homage involved, most sin- 
cere, as you can well imagine. One of my sisters 
sometimes i^layfully accuses me of having an ab- 
solute idolatry for my own family, and that I 
think no talent, no virtues, no excellence of any 
kind, so good as theirs. She of course exagger- 
ates a little, in her humorous accusation, but I 
own to rather a weakness for my family’s merit. 

A short time since I met with one of my art- 
idols — one of the family of Novello — as I was 
going to town on business in an omnibus; it 
was no other than John Cramer, who of all 
pianoforte players used to be my favourite. I sat 
next to him, as it happened. He looked once or 
twice at me, thinking that he ought to know me, 
I suppose, for he had formerly seen me occasion- 
ally at my father’s house ; but I in my foolish- 
ness could not muster courage to address him, 
and tell him I was the daughter of his old friend 
[ 190] 
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Vincont Novcllo. Oddly ciiouj^h, ho [glanced 
wiKlfuliy at llu: little roll 1 held in niy hand, and 
I could not help Ihinlcing how much he would 
havi! heen interested in it, could he have known 
of what it consisted, hein^j a proof of Sir John 
Hawkins's " History of Music." Curious coinci- 
dence, wasn’t it? 1 was watching his hand and 
ho[)ing he would take off his glove, when at last 
ho did so, to take tin: faro from his j)urse; and 
then I sawagaiji that nne white hand whic;h had 
•SO many times <‘ntranccd my oars with the tones 
it usc'd to bring; forth from the instrument. I 
think I never hear<l such a smooth legato as his; 
it was al)Solut(*ly peifcct, and with such ex[)ros- 
sion and polished hi'autyl I could not help 
reimunlHiring tin; anecdote! I had heard of him, 
and his witty <-leg;ant answer to one of the mod- 
ern piaui.sts, • “"one who possessed marvollons 
power with his I(!ft hand,* — who said to him one 
day, meeting iiim at a parly, " I understand, Mr. 
Cramer, you deny niy having any left hand. I 
hope you will allow me to play to y(ui, and con- 
vince you to the contrary." The young man 
played; and then the veteran John Cramer re- 
joined; "I still preserve my opinion, sir. I 
maintain that yon have no left hand, hut two 
right hands!" 

Chai'les has gone down to Uevotushiro on a 
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lecture lour in Uk; W(!st of ICufjlanil ; and next 
month he is to deliver his new course at the 
laindon Institution. I’lial is always a rather 
nervous affair to me. .So lonjr and so j;reat a 
favourite as he. has been llune, it lias not yet 
cured me of my absurd anxiety; nay, 1 Ihinlc the 
oftener I hear him j,-,ive a new <'ourse theie, the 
worse I am, in solicitude that heslnuild make no 
less an impression than he has always made, for 
nearly twiinty years, at that fitst-rank Institution, 
A lady once told a friend of mine, who is wife 
of one of the managers there: "I found out 
which was Mrs. (’owden Cllarke. anioiij^ the audi- 
ence by her amvious face. Direr tly her liusband 
made his appearance there was no mistaking 
her, though I had never .seen lu-r before.” Vou 
will understand this, my <lear Mnthusiast, and 
not laugh at your foolish danghlor-in-love. 

Clara has brought me such a love of a bhick 
lace mantilla from Spain- a genuine .S[)anish 
mantilla. You may fancy how proud your 
daughter-in-lovo is of ill You si'e 1 must lie 
badly off for gossip ami news when I tell you 
suc;h Irllles as this. , . . 

With kindest remoinbrance.H to Mrs. llal- 
manno, believe me to be 

Your affectionate 

Mauy Cowdkn Clakku. 
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May 1 1), i«S3) 

27 I’OKCIIKVIKU Tkuuack, BAYKWA'I iCU. 
My in'Au l'’AriiuH-iN-j.(>vv, ; 

I ilAVlC just liad the pk'usurc of receiving 
your (l(;liglHful long letter dated 5th ancl 
7th of May, and cnelosing that intenisting hill 
of Mr. llurton’s revival of the “Merry Wives." 
It has (|uitc offeeted another revival, having 
revived all iny old " Mistiuss Quickly " feel- 
ings, Please to toll Mr. Hurton, with my lu'st 
eom|)litneuts, that could I but conquor my awe 
ol: tlu! Atlantic suriieiently to find myself in 
New York I should hope to have the pleasure 
of [)layii\g Mistress Quickly to his Sir John 
Imlstaff, at his theatre. In this case, I .should 
have to ask leave of Mrs. Hughes, who you say 
play.s the part so well. Your account of her 
acting, and of your thinking of your dauglUer- 
in-love through her, enchanted mo. How I 
should like to play the character, with you in 
the house I What a perfect delight it would 
be! And then to follow it up by fulfilling 
my great ambition, that of enacting Maria, in 
" Twelfth Night," to say nothing of Audrey, 
the nurse in “Romeo and Juliet” and — to de- 
scend to wo/ Shakespearean characters — Mrs. 
Malaprop, Mrs. Heidelberg,' etc. To tell my 

1 "'rhu ClaiulcBlinc Maningc," Colman :«ul Garrick. 
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falhcr-in-lovc a lilllo s(*cn;l', aclinif has biicin 
always a darling woakiuiss of his M. (i.’s; 
and il would be a elianning thing to iiul(dg<; 
it ill presence of my iiuliilgent ICnthnsuisl. 
What a reception he would give tnel If his 
hands were sore with applauding, • her through 
the acting of another, what would they hc' Iheii ? 

I am greatly ohligeil to you for promising; to 
send me a copy of Mr. rutnam's capital letter; 
I shall he most glad to read it. The aciaiuiit 
you give me of Mrs. llalm.anuo's Ix'iiuliful idea 
in illustrating each pag,!! of the .Shakespe.ire 
Record hook interested me extreiiu'ly. It must 
be most lovely, anil, as you say, will douhllcss 
rather astonish the Society when presented, as 
you propose. 'I'hey must have been highly 
gratified by so tasteful a work, and so elegant 
a coniplimenl. No, my dear sir, I understand 
Mr. Wallace Scott is not a horn Scolelinuin, 
but a Manebestor man; allbmigh lie is doiihl- 
less of a Scotch family, from llie name. 

You ask me what I think of your neat turn 
of that phrase of Willie'.s — " ’’ris Ihe hearl, 't is 
the heart," etc. I think it very ailmiralile. Hut 
did you mean an extra subtle turn upon me by 
ending it with '• Mrs. S/ntMozo " ? If you remein. 
her, the original is, " ’1’ is the heart, 't is the heart, 
Master Pago," uttered by Shallow, lly the hy, 
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you should have heard the admirable manner in 
which Charles Dickens uttered that sentence, 
when he played Justice Shallow; but his play- 
ing of the part altogether was superexcellent. 
His delivery of that other passage which you 
quote also, " I have seen the time, with my long 
sword I would have made you four tall fel- 
lows skip like ratsl” was perfect — absolutely 
perfect. 

Your account of the Shakespeare festival was 
charming. I had the pleasure of reading the 
notice in the paper which you kindly sent me 
some time since, to the assembled Trihominate 
and Clara. She has gone to the Dusseldorf 
musical festival. As her husband was still 
detained at Nice, with the sick child, — who, 
however, I am happy to say is pronounced 
greatly better, — Alfred accompanied her. He 
wrote us a delightful account of the effect she 
produced there. She sang the “ Messiah ” in 
German, and the grand scena from Gluck’s 
“ Alceste." She was formerly an immense fav- 
ourite in Germany, and it seems they received 
her among them again with a perfect rapture 
of enthusiasm. Alf and she must have had a 
delightful time; for Gigliucci persuaded my 
sister Sabilla to accompany him for a holiday 
to Germany, where she spent a great portion 
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of lici* girlhood and atMiiurod a }>ival liking; for 
the Germans, who are a kitidly jicoph?. It must 
have been quite a family nuailiiig. 

Sybil has persuaded Alf to go back with her 
part of the way; and he, not being able to re- 
sist the temptation of gftiug to si*e Niobe, talks 
of paying a flying visit to Nice befon; Im returns. 
Although I regrtit losing him for so long a spat;<', 
yet I am rejoiced that my mother .shall have 
this reward for her kin<l unseinshne.ss in allow- 
ing Sabilla to leave her and imhicing her to 
take the holiday, Alf lell.s me he IhonglU of 
me there, knowing my doting for nightingales; 
for they arc so abundant ami in such full voice at 
Diissoldorf just now, that they make a perfect 
chorus. The Music iatom there, wln-ri* llu^ fe.s- 
tival is held, is built adjoining a large ganlen in 
whi(di there arc at present so many nightingah's 
that he says, at lime.s, during llu! sofltw [tarts of 
the music while the performaiii t! was going on, 
the birds wore to be heard, as if .singing against 
Clara. 

You are right, my disir f.tlher-in-lovc*: I had no 
need to be nervous about C'harlcs's (’oiirse of lec- 
tures at the London Institute, 1 lu never [tleased 
more thoroughly. The warmth ami cordiality «tf 
Ills reccjdion rejoiced my wifely he, art. It i.s now 
eighteen years ago since he first made his a[>* 
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pearance before that audience. And sixteen 
seasons out of the eighteen he has been en- 
gaged there. He could not refrain from advert- 
ing with pleasurable pride to the circumstance, 
when he took leave of them, at the end of the 
course, until they should next be permitted to 
meet ; and I assure you my heart danced to 
note that on this, the sixty-fourth evening of his 
lecturing before them, they were as enthusiasti- 
cally pleased as ever. I enclose you my sylla- 
bus— I send you my own copy, knowing you 
will prefer the one I used to an uncrumpled 
new one — that you may see what wei'e his 
subjects. 

You ask me if I am fond of waltzing. My 
dear sir, I gave up dancing the very first time 
that I had a glimpse that I might be growing too 
old for it. Some one said: "Why, Mrs. C. C., 
you are not dancing! Let me find you a part- 
ner.” The words were enough. I remembered 
the time when partners offered of their own ac- 
cord, and did not require to be found for me. I 
laughed to myself, and took the timely and most 
significant hint, and have never danced since. 
Your description of the charming young Irish 
lady waltzer, and of the lively dialogue between 
you and herself, amused me exceedingly. Pray 
fulfil your intention of giving the lady at whose 
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house you met her, Mrs. Lewis, the note of intro- 
duction. Any friend of yours must always be 
welcome to me. I of course did not fail to do 
as you directed with regard to enclosing and 
posting the letters you forwarded from the 
father of my little namesake. 

With kindest remembrances to Mrs. Bal- 
manno, believe me to be 

Your affectionate friend, 

M. C. C. 


July 15, 1853, 

27 PoRCHESi-ER Terrace, Bayswater. 

My dear Enthusiast j 

Y our last most kind letter reached me on 
the 11th. It bears date the 26th and 
29th of June. How wonderfully rapid is the 
intercommunication nowadays I 
Yes, my dear father-in-lovc, the wicked “men- 
folk ” of the Trihominate do laugh at the kind 
Enthusiast’s affectionate sallies, but they laugh 
lovingly, sympathetically, as they would do at 
one of their own rhapsodies. They laugh as 
a cover to secret pride and pleasure, as English- 
men frequently do; for they arc in truth most 
pleased and proud at the partiality you evince 
for their “womankind.” You were very good 
[198] 
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to lake so much interest in my flourish about 
acting as to read it to Mr. Burton, but I honour 
him for his loyalty to his own favourite, Mrs. 
Hughes. You would have preferred yours, 
M. C. C, to his, had the cases been reversed ; 
and therefore you must admire him for favour- 
ing her in the same way. 

I have been enjoying a great treat lately in 
the matter of acting. Rachel has been over 
here this season ; and Clara tempted me to 
join her and Gigliucci in a subscription for the 
sixteen performances. The combined delight 
of seeing the only tragic acting I now care for, 
and seeing it in company with Clara and her 
husband, was irresistible, and I went — • a great 
deal of dissipation for a hermit like me. She is 
a glorious creature ; not like a l''renehwoman, — 
•so full of genius and poetry. Her Phedre is one 
of the grandest things I over behold. It makes 
me shake, even to think of it. I was so excited 
at witnessing it, that I could not i-ecover my 
calm for hours after. She played several of her 
modern dramatic characters ; but it is in the old 
classic drama that I love to see her. There she 
has full scope for her high powers. She docs 
some fine things, doubiless, in the modern plays; 
but the plays themselves are so inferior in the 
diction and thought, that they make one regret 
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to see hoi‘ grout iicting waslod upon Ihoin, ()n<> 
o£ the inasloiiy points slu’ has is hor dcalh scono 
in "Adrienne Leeouvrour." It is al)soluloly 
fearful with sucli a torrihle trnti) to naliiia'. .She 
does a very bold thing In it: she <lies with her 
eyes open. Yet so woiuh'rfiilly does she con- 
Irive the alteration of her eonnlenance, the 
change of lo(tk, the (ixture of the f.iee, the 
gradual rigidity of the nuiseh's round the mouth, 
the ghastly expn'ssion throujihoiil, that Ihei'e is 
no doubt ui)on the s[)e(’lalor's mind of the mo- 
ment when slu! expires. It is :i piece of eon- 
sumniate arl, and contrasts heaulifnlly with the. 
earlier scenes of the [ilay, where she is alt len» 
derness and brilliant fascination. Hut at the 
conclusion of the .series she [dayed t^unille in 
Racine’.s " Le.s Horaces," and I h.id again the 
delight of .seeing her in one of her geimino 
triumphs. The imag.ination, the (ire, the poetic 
grace and relinemenl, the soul she throws into 
every lino of this noble part prove her imh'ed 
the high Irag-edian. Wc'iv there nothing moiv 
than the inimitable differeiuas of intonation with 
which she utters those two e.Kclamations "t)| 
mos friii-esl" and "() mon cher Curiacel" upon 
hearing of her brother’s death, and then that of 
her lover, Rachel would have proved herself a 
mistress of her art. The regret of affection 
[ J 
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in the one sentence and the outpouring oC pas- 
sionate grief in the latter arc marvellously dis- 
criminated. The way in which she cries out 
“ Eclatez nics douleurs, it quoi bon vous con- 
traindre?” makes me long to sec her play 
.Shakespeare’s Constance; while her line “ Romo 
enfin quo jc ha'is parce qu’ellc t’honore I ” and 
the whole concluding scene with her brother, in- 
sjjired the wish that she could play that fine un- 
acted scene in Henry VIII, of Queen Catherine 
with the two Cardinals. I am sure she would 
]day Shakespeare’s Constance, Queen Cather- 
ine, Lady Macbeth, and Ilermione nobly — 
were she capable of mastering the English pro- 
nunciation perfectly. But I suppose that is out 
of the question hoping for. 

I think by this time I shall have made you 
laugh at my enthusiasm. Eh? Sha’n’t I? But 
I don’t mind. We arc privileged to make each 
other laugh and to laugh at each other, as much 
as we like; and I own my foible for Rachel, as 
you do for your honoured daughler-in-lovc. I 
duly received your kindly .sent papers containing 
those interesting accounts of the Shak(;spearc 
meeting, and the progress of the .Society. May 
it pros|)cr, heartily I ])rayl What an exquisite 
book that must be of Mrs. Balmanno’s, and what 
a great gift to the Society 1 No, my dear sir, 
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alas, I have not thyme from Avon’s banks to 
send you ; but should I ever revisit that hallowed 
spot, assuredly I shall not forget your wish- 

My Charles revelled in your hearty account of 
your brown-bread-and-tea repast. It was the true 
zest of enthusiasm imparting a gusto to simplest 
fare. Your anecdote of those Leicestershire 
workingmen was delightful. 

It is some time since I have seen the " Athe- 
nseum ” regularly ; but I shall hope to do so 
again shortly. In what number did that “trium- 
phant tracing” of the emended copy of Mr. 
Collier which you mention appear? I quite feci 
with you as to the strangeness of such a being’s 
writing producing no better spirit than the con- 
tentious one that now exists among the so-styled 
admirers of Shakespeare. Surely, if there be one 
thing more than another to be derived from his 
works, it is a universal spirit of toleration and 
gentleness. 

You must know that my Charles and I have 
just celebrated the completion of our silver year, 
as the Germans call the twenty-fifth year of 
wedlock. It is a pleasant reflection for two 
human beings that they have spent a quarter of 
a century together happily, and with increas- 
ing esteem and affection. I should be de- 
lighted if we should be permitted to achieve 
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our golden year — the fiftieth — under no less 
happy circumstances. 

July i8tii. We hope to make our annual 
flight to Nice for a holiday with the dear parent- 
birds very soon; therefore you will be prepared 
not to hear from me again for some time. We 
expect to return to England early in October. 
I intended to have dispatched this letter on the 
same day it was commenced, last Friday; but 
was prevented from doing so, and therefore will 
post it to-morrow. 

The accounts of the extreme heat in New 
York lately are terrible. I trust you, dear sir, 
have not suffered either in your own person, or 
through any of those you love. Here we have 
a great prevalence of wet weather, with gusty 
winds and occasional bright gleams. This ab- 
surd puppet-show at Chobham attracts crowds 
of fashionables, idle or interested; but the show- 
ers have a little damped the ardour — polite 
and military. I accompanied Gigliucci and 
Clara last Saturday to see the German com- 
pany who are playing here just now at the St. 
James Theatre. Very different from Rachel’s 
performances! I confess I was greatly disap- 
pointed, after the eulogistic accounts which had 
been given of them in the press last year. The 
play we saw was Goethe’s “ Faust.” Emil Dev- 
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rient is celebrated for his impersonation of the 
hero ; and Dessoir is considered the first Mephis- 
tophelesin Germany, The former I liked in the 
earlier scenes, though even then he lacked that 
passionate earnestness in the midst of dissatisfac- 
tion which I feel to exist. As for the latter, he 
seemed to me a mere caricature — an exagger- 
ated, overacted impersonation of a devil, per- 
formed at the audience, instead of the easy, 
sneering, off-hand being, assuming the guise of 
a man of the world but allowing to ap 23 ear 
through all the spirit of evil and diabolism. 
The fact is, Goethe’s work is rather a di'amatic 
poem than a play, and, although called a tragedy, 
is not fitted for stage representation. It should 
be read, rather than seen ; and the imagination 
can supply the requisite scenes and embodiment. 
The effect, on the boards, is both clumsy and dull ; 
all unlike the high poetic view of human life and 
its aspirations, its struggles and its baffled desires, 
its strength and its weaknesses, its noblenesses 
and its imperfections, in which we are both car- 
ried on and entranced while perusing the drama 
in our own quiet room. They say Devrient 
plays Hamlet finely, but I have no wish to see 
him, I remember being greatly jrieased with 
his sister-m-law Madame Schrader Devident’s 
playing Lady Macbeth some years ago, in 
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Chclard’s* operatic version of Shakespeare’s 
play. In the opera, Lady Macbeth is made to 
awake from her sleep-walk, and find hcnsclf be- 
trayed to witnesses of her guilty wanderings. 
The attitude in which Schrader stood at bay 
was very fine. I see it still in my mind’s eye. 

What a dish of theatrical go.ssip this letter has 
been 1 . . . 

Mauy Cowden Claukk. 


August <)Tit, 1853, 

37 PoKCinaTKU 'J’kuuack, Bay.swatkr. 
My dear Enthusiast: 

I KNOW not how sufficiently to thank you, 
and to tell you how delighted I am with 
I he high honour done me by the Shakespeare 
Society. I am enchanted to have received your 
letter announcing it, before we leave England, 
as I shall thus be able to take the charming 
news to my dear mother. Only imagine how 
proud and happy Niobo will bo ! The Trihomi- 
natc enjoyed your letter conveying the intelli- 
gence of the compliment paid to me, and the 
details of your interview with Lord ICllcsmorc 
upon the like gratifying occasion, with extreme 
pleasure. Most kind of you to send us the ac- 
count, knowing how it would interest us. You 

' A Ercncli composer, 1780-1861. 
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will, I know, excuse a long letter from me this 
time, when I tell you that I am full of busi- 
ness preparatory to leaving home for Italy. I 
enclose this in my official letter to you as Sec- 
retary of the Shakespeare Society — since I 
remember your predilection for non-envelopes 
and paper bearing post-mark. I assure you 
your daughter-in-love is not a little proud at 
having received such distinguished honours 
from the two great Shakespeare Societies of 
the globe. Clara brought me a plume of beau- 
tiful marabou feathers from Portugal, that she 
had of an African merchant; pei'haps had she 
given me a plume of peacock’s feathers, they 
would have formed a much more appropriate 
wear for me in my present proud condition of 
mind. What do you think? If I am led into 
the indulgence of one of the seven deadly sins — 
pride — I shall have to thank you for it, my dear 
Enthusiast I I do thank you, not for the proud 
pleasure so much as for the deeper gratification 
attaching to the generous distinction bestowed 
by this honorary membership. Believe me, I 
am properly sensible of it, and entreat you to 
believe me to be 

Yours, sincerely obliged, 

Mary Cowden Clarke, 

Robert Balhanno, Esq, 
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Oct. 20, 1853, 

27 PORCHESTER TeRRACE^ BaYSWATER. 

My dear Father-in-love; 

T he Trihominate being safe in their En- 
glish nest once more, I write to tell you 
we had a very pleasant migration, and found 
the parent-birds quite well, and as glad as ever 
to gather their chicks under their wings once 
more. We had the pleasure of a very full as- 
semblage ; for the best songster was there, she 
and her mate joining us at Nice a week before 
we left, on their way to Milan, where Clara is 
engaged at La Scala for the winter season. 
Sabilla was well enough, I rejoice to say, to give 
ns all a few chirps j Alf was in good voice, and 
your daughter-in-love and her mate did their 
best, so that we more than once got up a family 
concert for the delectation of the parent pair. 
Among other things, we sang a four-part Thanks- 
giving, composed by my father, and which at one 
time of our lives, when we all lived together, 
his children were in the daily habit of singing 
together, as a grace after dinner. You may 
imagine with what grateful emotions we found 
ourselves once again permitted to perform this 
piece together, and before him. I think he was 
pleased; you may believe that dear Niobe was 
delighted. I can't help telling you another thing 
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that occurred while we were there apropos of 
music. Clara happened to be singing one of 
Mozart’s enchanting airs, one that always goes 
straight to iny heart, in addition to the iDcculiar 
effect which the tone of Clara’s voice always pro- 
duces upon me ; and at the very time she was 
drawing tears from my eyes, her youngest child 
was seated on the floor near, employed in tying 
her own little chubby legs together, and trying 
to scramble in this fashion across the slippery, 
inlaid floor. The contrast was ineffably odd; 
and what with crying at the mother, and laugh- 
ing at the child, I was very nearly hysterical. 

We were highly entertained with the enthu- 
siasm that prevailed in France, as we passed 
through on our way to Italy, on the subject of 
the Napoleon fetes. One gentleman would not 
believe that we were actually in Paris at the 
time and hastened out of it without staying to 
see these sublime f^tes. He described them 
with an eloquence that was worthy of a loftier 
theme. He expatiated on the magnificence of 
the illuminations, as if they had been the starry 
firmament. He extolled the exhibition on the 
Champs de Mars as though it had been heaven 
itself. When Alf assured him that he rather 
congratulated himself than regretted not having 
seen the show, as he should have then been de- 
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privcd of the full lustre and enjoyment of this 
flowing description, which as perfectly painted 
it to his fancy as he could desire, the gentleman 
assured him that it was not in the power of human 
description, or in the power of man’s imagination, 
to depict or conceive the majesty of the whole. — 
“ C'etait ravissante !" He went off into ecsta- 
sies upon the subject of the '^Sp/ibre d' astir" 
surmounted by an eagle “ qui tenait dans son- 
dec mi " — I, who was very sleepy, thought he 
said “ un aiie ” — but it proved to be “ un IV ; ” 
and then he diverged into rhapsodies about the 
extraordinary aplomb and self-possession of the 
Emperor and Empress, and the dignity with 
which they occupied their seat in the carriage 
with eight horses, etc., etc., etc. It was a per- 
fect specimen of the way in which Frenchmen’s 
minds can be absorbed and held subject by shows, 
fetes, illuminations, and fripiDcry. 

My dear mother and all Nice friends desired 
to be most kindly remembered to you when next 
I should write. Greetings also from us Trihomi- 
nate. I shall hope to have a letter from you soon ; 
and trust that it will contain good accounts of 
your health, and that of all those you love. With 
best compliments and regards to Mrs. Balmanno, 
believe me to be Your affectionate 

Mary Cowden Clarke. 

llonuui' Balmanno, Esq. 

14 
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I III'. )!, I'ljj.j, 

27 i'umiii .11 u 'I’l iiuA< lUv.WAii'K, 

Di-'ah HNiiniMAsr: 

I AM v('xc<l U) find by ydiir li'llnr of tin* 
15 Nov. Ihiil yon yonr.scif have l)C(>n imicfi 
vexed. If I w<!n‘ Ity your side I slionid ven- 
ture to lake llte sanu; lilierly with you wliieh my 
nu;n-folk allow me lo lake with them when I se(* 
llu'iu dt)inj';anylhinii; I don’t think wise for lln'in, 
namely, remoiuili. lb!. I should remonsirale with 
yon for ineri'asin^if yourvc'xation hy eminii inn, into 
l)ai’th;ular.H that only serve lo h‘ed yonr ire, and 
hy indulgini'- your .Seols hloo.l with veiiliii}'- sun- 
dry wrathful ('pithels ajpunsl those who liave 
hoaltid its enrrenl. If you diseoveied nnple.is- 
ant anleeedt'iUs eoneerninj:;; a peison of whom 
you onee thonj^tt better and esleemi-d, why 
au^pnent your own annoyama* by (Iwelline; tipon 
them, .and eolleetinjf them? If anolhtu' [leison 
itas aflronbal you aiub what I know is w<nse 
lo your enthusiasm -—slip, hted yotir idols, why 
foster your irritation hy tadlin^j him "a seven- 
feel-high giraffi; ’’? 'rherel I hope I've ma<le 
you smile — -nay, laugh - • by (pioling’ yt»ur own 
epithet. Never mind the "darling" lady of 
your aerpuiinlanee named M. f. (’, amf the 
"gentleman whose initials are very like hers." if 
taking their parts puls you into llu'st! frets and 
fatoj 
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fumes, which can’t be good for you. We owe it 
to our master, and his divine philosophy of for- 
bearance, not to get into vexation of spirit about 
his writings. Let us be worshippers, rather 
than partisans. Excuse me if I preach ; but my 
men-folk have spoilt me by letting me speak 
out when I wish it. You know what friend 
Sancho, with his delicious sly impudence and 
quaint and shrewd sense, says — “Though a 
woman’s counsel is n’t worth much, yet he that 
despises it is no wiser than he should be.” So, 
be you ruled by me, my dear father-in-love; and 
think more of the pleasant circumstances that an 
adoration of Shakespeare brings about, and less 
of the disagreeables. To show you how naughty 
and prejudiced you are, I will tell you that I 
lately read a Shakespearean article by that same 
“giraffe,” as you are pleased to call him, — at 
least I think by the name you add it must be 
the gentleman, — which contained some very 
intei'esting matter. And now, forgive me for 
my freedom in having thus spoken out to my 
father-in-love, on behalf of his cultivating the 
pleasurable and amicable in preference to dwell- 
ing upon painful things. 

I knew your kind heart would take pleasure 
in that account of our pleasant holiday and 
family meeting at Nice last time. We Trihom- 
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inale laughed heartily at your anecdote of Cato ; 
Charles says he remembers hearing of the cir- 
cumstance at the lime it occurred* Charles had 
before made enquiry at the plaislcr-cast shops 
for the mask of Mrs. Siddons’s face of which you 
speak, and could hear no tidings of such a thing 
being in existence. But he wrote for further 
information, to Mrs. George Combe, to whom 
he had the pleasure of being introduced when 
last he was lecturing in Edinburgh, and this 
morning received an answer; which I at first 
thought of transcribing for you, but have since 
resolved to enclose, thinking you might like to 
possess it as an autograph letter. You remem- 
ber that she is the Cecilia Siddons in I^awrcnce’s 
drawing of that fine little and comely child's 
face, among a collection lithographed by Lane, 
after Lawrence, of the Kemble family. What a 
lovely countenance is that of Mrs, Siddons 
there I And how well it bears out the one by 
Reynolds of her in the Dulwich Gallery 1 
I thank you for the kind interest manifested 
by your mention of a lecture-trip to America as 
a possibly productive scheme for Charles. We 
have often thought of it; but the sea is as for- 
midable an obstacle to him as to me. Wc both 
have a horror of sea- voyaging. You will be 

pleased to learn — because it pleases your 
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daiighlcr-in-lovo — that he has just received a 
most gratifying invitation from tlic Earl of 
Zetland, to deliver three of his lectures to a 
large assembly of I-.ord and Lady Z.’s friends, in 
the great hall at Aske during the coming season, 
as one among the eutertaininents and festivities 
with which they arc going; t(j amuse their country 
neighbours, etc., during Christmas. The manner 
of the invitation enhances the pleasure of the 
circumstance itself; and you may l)e .sure that 
your daughter-ill' love’s heart rejoices extremely. 

(live my loving llianks to your dear wife for 
her kind message to me. I congratulate her, 
you, and myself, heartily, upon your being able 
to add that most welcome poslseript concerning 
the stale of your health. May it long continue 
thus excellent, is the sincere trust of 

Mauv Cowdkn Ci-aukk. 

Jan. 1 8, 1854, 

a? I’OKCUl'HTKIt TkHUACI'', nAVSWATMR. 

MV IlKAU tCNlllUSIASI’! 

C lIARIvES’.S visit to Asko Hall, which is 
near to Richmond in Yorkshiri', was in 
every respect most delighlful. 1 1 is noble host and 
hosU'SS treated him with distinguished courti'sy 
and kindness, while their tilled gue.sts followed 
their example. It was a pleasant instance of the 
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consideration with which a man of letters is re- 
ceived among people of rank — and at the same 
time of intelligence and good taste. I believe 
the family name of the Earl of Zetland was origi- 
nally Dundas. Charles says Lady Zetland is 
extremely handsome, and nothing could exceed 
the grace of her behaviour towards him through- 
out. Two of the evenings the lectures were 
delivered to the company staying at the Hall ; 
but on one of the three the Earl had invited 
the members of the Mechanics’ Institution near 
him, and a large number of the neighbouring 
gentry and tenantry, so as to afford the treat of 
hearing the lecture to as many as possible. 
Liberal and kindly, was it not? Altogether 
Charles’s account of his sojourn there was most 
interesting. At the end of this month he leaves 
home again, on his Scottish tour, — which is to 
comprise courses at Alexandria, Dumbarton, 
Falkirk, Stirling, and Kirkcudbright, — and then 
begins his North of England tour, which is to 
include courses at Carlisle, Bradford, Wakefield, 
Leeds, Sheffield, and Barnsley. You may 
imagine I don’t like parting with him for so 
long a period ; but as fame and profit are both 
advanced by these absences, I have no right to 
complain of them. 

How you rejoice me, my dear sir, by the assur- 
[ 214] 




LKTTICRS TO AN JONTIIUSIAST 

ancc UkiI your hoallh conliniio-s so excel!i.;nU 
Long may it bo i)roscrvocl. I slmll hope to send 
you l)y pi)sL or parcel soon three eiiohanling arti- 
cles of our admired friend Leigh Hunt’s writing, 
which have .apjieaivd in the " Musical 'I'inu's ” 
lately. They are penned with all his old — or 
rather young — vigour and warmth of enthusi- 
asm, lie is a glorious .spirit! With loving 
regards to your dear wife, believe me to be 
Your affectionate 

Mary Cowdi'.n Ci.aukk. 


Krn, flNii, 

37 PomiiiMi.u 'Ilihuu-i mviAVATr-K. 
Mv i>KAU I'lNTiniJUAsr : 

I AM }’.'oing to claim your fulfilnumtof a kind 
promise you made me, that if I woulil let 
you know the subject of my next Ixtolc, you 
wouhl do your liest for me about an American 
publisher, — adding, "Mr. Putnam is beyoml 
all doubt the most libi>ral; but I would try sev- 
oral, both here and at Philadelphia and Poston." 
Now, I venlun! to ask the favour of you to 
l(dve this trouble on lu'half of your daughlor-in * 
love, l('aving it entirely to you to puruu; the 
means which ajtpear to you most judicious; as 
well as the arrangement of what sum I am to 
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receive for the Irausniission of proofs by aclviincc 
steamer, — gratefully remembering how kindly 
you arranged matters for me before, in the ease 
of the “ Girlhood.” The title of my new book 
is " The Iron Cousin; or Mutual Influence." It 
is to form one of Routledgc'.s two-volume series, 
the size of which you doubtless know. 

Charles is awa to bonnie Scotland. I have 
heard from him to say he had safely arrived at 
Glasgow, on his way to Alexandria, Dumbarton- 
shire. Our news from Nice and Milan are e.x- 
ccllcnt, thank God I To-day is almo.st a Nice 
day — quite a nice ono — oh I — blue sky, .shin- 
ing sun, air with the blandnes.s of spring. My 
mother’s accounts of the weather there are en- 
chanting. Winter is scarcely winter in Nice; it 
is so mitigated in severity, so shortened in dura- 
tion. She writes me that my sister JCmma finds 
the sun too powerful for walking, so .she sits out 
upon the seashore and waits till the carriage 
comes to lake her up, to enjoy my molher'H 
drive with her. There is a valley a mile or 
two off from my mother’s campagna which I 
wish you could see; enclosed within such fine 
bold crags, — Shelley’s Goethe’s “giant mounted 
crags,” — and itself so luxuriant with foliage 
and grccn-ombowerccl beauty. There is a 
grotto there, with silver-dropping, natural foim- 
C 
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tain, bchung with a profusion of mosses and 
ferns, that is worth a jnlgrimagc to behold. 
This valley is one of Niobe’s favourite drives. 
Clara once joined us in some open-air music 
that my father has set for us, when wc spent 
a clay in that lovely .spot. It was a time to 
remember. So true arc Keats’s words: “A 
thing of beauty is a joy forever," 

I must not take another sheet of paper, or I 
should go gossii)ing on “from morn to dewy 
eve ; ’’ so will conclude. I am 
Your affectionate 

> Maky CowniiN Clauke. 
Kindest remembrances to Mrs. lialmanno. 
Ask her to tell me how the name of my new 
book strikes her. 

Mv itKAu .Slit: 

T HIi; bearer of this note is Mr. Routledge, 
well known to my brother Alfred, to me as 
the publislicr of my new book, and to the world 
as the .spirited purchaser of Sir Bulwor Lytton’s 
works. Any information with which you can 
.sigiply him in furtherance of his viow.s in visit- 
ing America will be an additional favour to those 
already conferred iiium, my dear sir. 

Yours, faithfully and obliged, 

Mahy Cowden Clarke. 

UOIlUR’t’ Kai.manno, Ksq. 
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The two Utters which follow were fiublished, when received by 
Afr, Baimanno, in an American newsfafer. 

May 30, 1854, 

27 PoRCiiESTER Terrace, Bayswater. 

My dear Enthusiast : 

I REJOICE to learn that you arc quite recov- 
ered from your spring attack of indisposi- 
tion. Long may you preserve health and strength. 
No, tny dear sir, I have not read about the 
grand electric light manufactory at Wandsworth. 
I have told Alf to bear in mind your wish re- 
specting any particular account of it that may 
appear ; also relative to the best and fullest de- 
scription of that " World’s Wonder, the Syden- 
ham Exhibition,” as you truly call it. I am in 
hopes that I shall be able to send you my own 
personal account of the latter’s opening day, as 
Alf has obtained the proud privilege Cor us Tri- 
hominate of having our names put down on the 
list of choral performers on that occasion. For- 
tunately, Charles’s and my own figured on a cer- 
tain card once printed, when Beethoven’s Grand 
Mass in D — reckoned the most difficult music 
ever composed — was first performed in England, 

at Mr, A in Queen Square, in the year 

1832 ; so we have an honoumble voucher for 
our being able to take part in a vocal pcrforni- 
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aiico. Clara and her husband were going to ask 
for the same privilege — looking upon it as one, 
for the sake of being present ; but a little bird 
whispered, that instead (jf asking, she would be 
asked ; and moreover, to sing a solo verse in the 
National Anthem — a most distinguished honour, 
especially under the peculiar circumstances. l'\)r 
it was averred that no human voice was capable 
of being heard in that enormous space; but if 
any, it was “ the Novcllo’s." Accordingly, Costa 
asked her to come down quietly to Sydenham 
last Sunday morning and meet him, to ascertain 
the exact truth of the matter, and make a trial 
of her voice in the Crystal Palace. She and 
her husband, Charles and I, drove down in her 
carriage, through the charming Dulwich lanes, 
and Alf, [having arranged] for a .substitute in 
his choir, joined us by railway. Costa was punc- 
tual; and we had not been five minutes in the 
building before he and Gigliucci went over to the 
other end of the groat transept, far beyond where 
the Queen’s dais is to be, while we stood with 
Clara, on the spot where the orchestra will 
be stationed. 'I'he experiment answered tri- 
umphantly; her voice rang out pure and large 
and trumpet-like. Costa shouted gleefully his 
confirmation in Italian, while he and Ciigliucci 
came hurrying back, the expression on their 
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faces fully showing the complete success of the 
trial. It has always been affirmed that no single 
voice could make itself effectively heard in that 
vast edifice ; and now Clara’s is pronounced the 
one that can I We all exclaimed “ Ah, if Niobe 
were but here, how her heart would swell with 
motherly pride and joy I ” Afterwards Clara 
made a further trial, for our own private satis- 
faction ; and what do you think it was ? She 
went to the extreme one end of the edifice, and 
Charles, Alf, and I went to the extreme other 
end. The first building measured 1,851 feet 
in length, and this one many feet longer. It 
was so far that at last wc could only see her 
a speck in the distance. When she arrived, 
she telegraphed to us, by waving her parasol, — 
a white one, which Niobe had embroidered for 
her with a wreath of green oak-leaves when 
she was last in Nice, — and I answered by wav- 
ing mine in reply. Then she sang the verse; 
and the effect was one of the most curious I 
ever heard in my life, and almost supernaturally 
beautiful. It was like an angel — clear, sweet, 
exquisitely distinct, but remote. "God save 
our gracious Queen I” It came thrilling and 
vibrant, but singularly distinct ; it produced an 
impression that I shall never forget, if 1 live a 
hundred years. How I would long that our 
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beloved molher could have been there to have 
heard her chilil utter such wondrous proof of 
the glorious gift that God has bestowed upon 
her. Wo always knew that Clara's voice was 
extraordinarily powerful in combination with its 
delicious sweetness ; but we never could have 
believed tl\e extent of it.s power, had we not 
actually made this curious experiment. Charles 
and Alf both actually smiled wlien she propo.sed 
it; they could hardly believe it possibUi that a 
human organ could be heard, when wo meas- 
ured the extent with our eyes. Wc had rather a 
curious additional ])roof again later. l'\)r, afUsr 
we five had bisen ram]))ing about, enjoying the 
admirable asBoml)lage of grand beauties brought 
together there under one roof, — the Alhambra 
court, the Greek court, the Italian court, the Pom- 
peian court, etc., — several dislingui.shcd gentle- 
men belonging to the Crystal Palace, such as Sir 
Joseph Paxton, Sir CharlcvS P'ox, and others, 
arrived; and after Clara had been introduced 
to those among them she did not already know, 
and had stood talking to them all some little 
time, she was asked whether she could he i)rc- 
vailed upon to repeat the trial-verse, that they 
might hoar and enjoy it also. Slie had no 
sooner acceded and sung it through once more 
than several visitors, who had by this lime come, 
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and wt'ic di.spoi.st'd about tlio building, oainu 
flocking u{) Ibu aisles, thus alVonling strong 
proof b<nv tbo tones [auu'traled inlo all parts 
of the |)la(:o. You may iinagiia* lunv happily 
wo all drove homo l(t|'olh<;r, challinjf her tri- 
umph over. 

I havt! scribbled so miu'h upon this tlumio that 
I hav<! luu'dly left myself room to loll you that I 
enclose a s])ei‘imen (they are only in pr«)of, but 
they will hervl^ to giv(‘ you an idea of the plan, 
and I know y(tu art; intoiested in the Sydenham 
“WoikKt of the. World ") I'f tl'*' letters Alf in- 
tends to have upon his show case for the station- 
ery court tluiro. It will aff<»rd a goml sampU; of 
his types, and form sonudhing new ami (U'ijpnal 
in its effect. I'ho word " Novello's “ will Ik; in 
letter ly[)o, you see; and the w<ird " Music ” is to 
he in musit; type. Tluiy are to be in srarlel, so 
as to prodiH'c a vivid reli(!f upon the plate glass, 
hacked by .s|)i!ciin(‘n pag,ea <if white miisid' -paper, 
lie is very much pleasi-d with his siinatiou; it 
is in the stationery court, near the ceulr<! <'u- 
tranee ; .so ih.at all those, jiassiug <lown the cen- 
tre aisle will set! the east*. 

You ask why I alw.-iys write hy the (hmartl 
.steamers. I mertily semi my leltttr.s to the ptist» 
office, and //u’jf deeitle. what steamer rny lettttr 
goes hy. I generally write by the hriday's post. 
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IUjI U)-d:iy, as I tlo not wish to delay, I write by 
the I'uesday’s. 

believe me always to be 

Your grateful 

M. C. C. 


JWNK IS, 185-1, 

27 I’OKeUKSTlCK Thuuack, IUykwatkr. 

My ni'iAR ICnthusiast ! 

Y ou will doubtless have seen an account of 
Saturday’s ceremonial from the ICnglinh 
nowHpa[icrs, which I understand are all full of it; 
but as I know your iiatcrnal partiality is given 
to attach an affectionate importance to your 
daughler-in-lovc’s description, she will be your 
"own correspondent" on the occasion, since she 
had the privilege of being present. 1 think I 
told you that we Trihominate wore invited to 
take part in the musical performance ; and most 
admirably were all the orchestral arrangements 
planned. I enelo.se you the private particulars, 
as they may interest you to look at. We had not 
the slightest difficulty, either in getting down by 
the train, or reaching our jilaces when arrived. 
'The Crystal 1‘alaee itself was a perfect fairy 
scene, 'i’he rich assemblage of colour, the ladic,s’ 
gala dresses, the myriads of flowens, the plants, 
the statuary, the universal ground of glowing 
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crimson — for all the avenues through which the 
Royal procession was to pass wei'e laid down 
witli red doth • — ■ formed a brilliant combination 
rarely beheld in our climate, especially as over all 
the sun shone with the brightness of a Southern 
atmosphere. Then the Queen arrived, shedding 
even more lustre upon the scene by her kind anti 
graciously beaming countenance than by her 
slender court environments. As she ascended 
the dais, the introductory symphony to the Na- 
tional Anthem — newly and most effectively 
arranged by Costa for the occasion — pealed 
forth; and then, clear, distinct, pure, and power- 
ful, came Clara’s beautiful voice, uttering the 
people’s universal aspiration — “God save the 
Queen I ” One curious and interesting circum- 
stance I noticed, and that was that, just as 
Clara rang out that fine thrilling high note, at 
the close of the first strain, the stroke of the 
first cannon boomed forth at the same instant. 
The effect was electrical. Not only was my 
own sisterly heart moved with delight and excite- 
ment, but all that vast audience testified their 
admiration at the noble way in which the su- 
premacy of Clara’s tones asserted itself on this 
great occasion. Numerous friends attcrward.s 
overwhelmed her with congratulations, and even 
from strangers we had curious proof of the effect 
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she produced. One among several other in- 
stances: As Gigliucci, Clara, Charles, and I were 
going home together in the train a party of 
ladies and gentlemen got into the same carriage. 
There was such a scramble returning that we got 
into a second-class, notwithstanding our first-class 
tickets, and so it seems had these other people ; 
and they began talking over the day’s delight. 
At length they became eloquent in their jjraises 
of Madame Novello’s singing of “ God save the 
Queen,” one of the gentlemen declaring that for 
his part, he thought that was the greatest treat 
of the whole. Presently one of the ladies turned 
to Charles, and asked him if he did n’t agree 
with them in thinking Madame Novello’s sing- 
ing the finest thing of the entertainment, when 
he very quietly assented, and then added, ” That ’s 
she in the corner opposite us.” The lady looked 
at first a little startled, as one does when one has 
been giving an opinion very freely of a person 
in their presence, and then she said to Charles 
(Clara and I were talking to each other, so did 
not hear the whispered colloquy between Charles 
and the strange lady), “ Do you think Madame 
Novello would feel offended if I were to tell her 
how much we had been delighted ? ” “ What 

person ever was displeased by a kind compli- 
ment? ” returned Charles. Whereupon the lady 
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l)cnt forward, and in lln* [n’nllicsl manner heggod 
In ihaidc Clara for Uie gicat pleasnie slu- liad 
given llnnn all. 'I’lien llie j'.enllt'men and the 
ollu!r lady of the parly dis<'<iv<'rctl whom she was 
fljK'alcing to, and they joiiu-d in, with sotne 
winally coiirlecms a(;l<nowh‘dj',menl. It was vmy 
gratifying, as yon may imaj;ine; and this was 
only om! of the many jileassud: lhinj',s of the 
kind that octairred Ui us during' the day. The 
whis|H!r.s that reached ns, the glances thrown at 
her as she passed, el(;., gavt; plenlifid token of 
the nniv<!rsal a<lmiralion her singiiig; so finely in 
that vast space had proiluced. On Monday, as 
Alf chanced to he in an oninihns, In* heaul a 
country gentleman near him, e.vidi'nlly come up 
to town fora holiday, ami at last Ik* said: " lint 
that young woman that sang, the hit by herself, 
in 'Clod save the Queen,’ sin*, was the best of 
all. Yon could lu'ar her all over the |tlac<*, and 
yelso sw(H‘l." That same nig, hi he happened to 
meet Mr. Cobden, relative to the " Tax<’s on 
Knowh'dge " business, aiul Mr. ti. said : " There 
are only two things talked of in the House this 
evening — your sister'.s singing on Saturday and 
our advertisement." You will think I am horri- 
bly egotistical, ttdling you so much about tin* 
one, .subject that interests me; but I can think 
of hardly anything else, ever .since, and I know I 
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may let my thoughts take their course, and my 
tongue — or rather pen — run when I am gos- 
siping with my indulgent father-in-love. 

The Queen looked remarkably well, and be- 
haved with her usual kind courtesy; she looked 
round more than once, as Clara sang, and after- 
wards, as she passed the orchestra, gave two 
distinct bows towards it. She always takes a 
gracious pleasure in marking her delighted ac- 
ceptance of the efforts made to gratify her, and 
especially so where music is concerned. Our 
Queen Victoria’s conduct on these occasions 
always makes me think of those generous kingly 
words that our idol Shakespeare has put into the 
Royal Theseus’s mouth in the first scene of the 
fifth act of “ Midsummer Night’s Dream,” begin- 
ning : “ The kinder we,” etc.^ The body of voices 
and the fine choral and instrumental effects of 
Handel’s glorious “ Hallelujah ” produced a mag- 
nificent effect, and the Royal hearers paid pointed 
attention to its performance, while it was going 
on. It was a genuine delight to me, the taking 
part in it, and joining my unit of a voice to the 
hundreds that swelled the mighty sound. It was 


^ The kinder we, to give them thanks for nothing. 
Our sport shall be to take what they mistake: 
And what poor duty cannot do, noble respect 
Takes it in might, not meiit 1 
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a (lay novta- to ho forgolloii, an ('la in ono’.s 
life. 

Wo liavo nol' y('l, boon ahlt; lo n\0(!l with any 
ao<;niml of IIk' graiul oU'olrio light inamifa<;lory 
at Wanclsworllv which you mention in yom- l.islj 
hut sliould Wi,‘ tio .so, wo will not fail to ronu'm- 
hor your wish to havt; it. I have told Alf to 
h('ar it in mind. t)ur a(aaumls inun Nice 
ooiUimm good of our holovod Nioho'.s health, 
llow she would hav(.' enjoyed Ikuiij* [)resont 
on Katunlayl 

I omitted in my last, I hcliovo, to reply to your 
query as to the paragraph relativ(‘ (o tluj “ Merry 
Wives" festival in honour of Shakespeare's hirth- 
day. Yes, dear sir, I saw the paragraph, hut the 
festival, 1 fancy, only Uiok place in a certain 
J'lnthusiast'.H hrain, where 

" hntlirn (nith 

'J'Ihi fnrnih iif unkiuhvit * 

to prosaic reality. You also, with your usual 
kind thought, stmt me a paper conl.dniui; an 
account of the, sale of tlu^ "t’drlhood" hy Mr. 
I’utnam. I atn ashamed lo own that I omitted 
lo i)ut this paper into the. hox with my other 
American documonls, in constajiience of which 
it has been mislaid and I forgot the name of the 

‘ " MldBummcr Nlyla's Dream," Ad V, Scene I. 
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“ Girlhood" purchaser. Will you kindly tell me 
again what that name is in your next letter? I 
fear I shall run some risk o£ sending this by 
the same line of steamers as those you forbade 
me to forward by ; but I am obliged to post my 
letters without knowing particulars, so forgive 
me! I generally find the Friday’s post more con- 
venient to me than the Tuesday’s, as Monday is 
with me a more busy day, generally, than Thurs- 
day. One can hardly account for these things, 
but so it is ; methodical people find themselves 
oddly trammelled by their peculiarities of order 
sometimes, and one of my impudent girl-friends 
once told me I was " an old maid spoiled.” She 
thinks me methodical to a fault, and so perhaps 
I am, but nevertheless. 

Your affectionate 

M. C. C. 

iMettcr written hy Charles Convden Clarke to Mr- JSahnanno 
after the death of his wife's mother. 

Sm'. /(Tn, 1854, 

London, 69 Dean Simia', Sono. 

My deah Mr. Balmanno: 

Y our two niom-nful newspapers have this day 
come to hand; and I dare.say in the course 
of a few days — perhaps this week — my Molly will 
acknowledge your kind and graceful record of the mel- 
ancholy bereavement we have all experienced. Alfred 
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is with the Gigliuccis, who are at Worcester, preparing 
for the Festival, which commences to-morrow. You 
are perfectly correct in your account of the dreadful 
suddenness of the news, for we were to have started 
for Nice on the very day' — the 31st July — on which 
we received Gigliucci's letter. But, my dear sir, it was 
sudden only to Mary and Alf. The Gigliuccis took 
the kind precaution — knowing the day we were to 
start — to send a telegraphic message from Genoa, 
desiring us not to leave England till we had their 
letter of the 26th, which was to reach us on the 31st. 
Such is the sanguine and non-evil-anticipating char- 
acter of Alf’s and his sister’s natures, that they appre- 
hended no more from this telegraphic despatch than 
that it was some commissions from the Gigliuccis. 
I apprehended the worst; and miserable enough I 
was from the Thursday till the following Monday, 
the 31st; and when I found the promised letter did 
not come to Bayswater, my apprehensions became 
confirmed. I went alone to Dean Street, and there 
it was. Well, I returned immediately, of course, to 
Bayswater, and, to my bitter feeling, I found them 
both in the highest spirits, laughing at the prospect of 
some trick they were to play their mother; and upon 
my entering, Molly said, “ Here he comes to tell us 
to pack up.” You may Imagine the result, for I could 
not dissemble. I never in my life saw anything more 
affecting, and more simple and childlike, than their 
grief; for never did I witness any filial love more rev- 
erential, more affectionate, and more genuine than that 
of Vincent and Mary Sabilla Novcllo’s children ; and 
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this I firmly believe to be one cause of the uniform 
prosperity of the whole family. The youngest of the 
family is Mary Sabilla, and she it was that was with 
her mother. Clara also, most fortunately, was there 
too. Emma was and is still in Paris, witli a daughter 
of Roll’s, the eminent Chancery barrister. There is no 
bigger and sounder head in the whole brood thanSa- 
billa’.s, and no sounder heart cither; she is a fine crea- 
ture. She is a .sound musician, an extraordinary artist, 
and as familiar with the French, Italian, Spanish, and 
Gorman languages as her native Engli.sh. 

And now, my dear sir, I have, in turn, to condole 
with you upon the loss of your old and esteemed 
friend, Crofton Crolcer. Poor fellow 1 the painful 
operation he dreaded I .suppose carried Iiim off. Jn 
the case of our beloved one, — although it was cholera, 
it was so rapid, and she being so very feeble a subject, 
there was little or nothing for the disease to lay hold of, 
.she wan taken after breakfast of the ?.5tli July, and was 
gone before the 26th. Strange to .say, there were no 
discolorations; and after death, Clara 8ay.s that the 
most exquisite smile with — for some lime — a light 
flush was on her countenance. I am happy to say 
that the family are all reluming to good health. 

Present my kind compliments to Mrs. Palmanno; 
and accept yourself, my dear sir, every kind feeling 
from 

Yours, very faithful and obliged, 

C. CowDEN Clarke, 
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Si IT. i,|, I 

av I’OKI III 1,11 H Tl ItUAi I , llAVliSVA'll.U. 

Mv ItKAK 1'’NI nil:, IASI' : 

I IIAVIC nol liiul iK'font In wtilo 

to you; lull your sliort noli' nf ;\u}f. cujlli 
just rt'iHM’vwl maters me (<‘el I ouj>lii' to ilo so. 
Tho aj^ilaliou aiul iimulmu'uei! nf llm nolr, dt-ar 
sir, formed a liiiller self evideiil lohen of allec- 
lionaU; .sympalliy than any more sludied assur- 
atico coultl liavi*. doms Tli.mk you from my 
heart for il; yours will fell you why I eaniiot 
say more on llm .suhjeet. 

I received llu; copy of llie " New York I ),uly 
Times” for Auf.', ai.sl, whit h you Inudly .sent 
me, but not the pa[)L*r you meiiliou in your 
last note. For all, my Iruesl ihauks. I received, 
in clue coursii, your letters of llu; luly and 
of lli<5 glh Auif., one of which camlaiued a cut- 
out adverlisement of " Iron (‘ousiti.'' hor all 
Ihe.se tokens of your kind thouj'hl of me and 
my inlore.sts accept my fpiileful ai'koowleilf-;- 
ments. 

My (diaries lell.s me he wrote, to you lately, 
that your immediate an.^iely respeclinp. us mi^fht 
be relieved ; but I think you will he iuleresled to 
know how we are all goioK Uearuohle (*laia 
made the necessary exertion to ftdlll her engaf^e- 
ments at the provincial fc’Htival.s; for llie sake of 
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those she loves, and that she might not disap- 
point the public, she bravely resolved to go 
through with it all. She and her husband ar- 
rived in England, bringing our dear Sabilla with 
them; she is my youngest sister, not Emma. 
The latter was in Paris at the time of our loss — 
Cor whom we had great fears, her health not 
being strong. Sabilla was to have gone with 
Clara to the festivals, as we hoped that the call 
upon her energies might be of service; but they 
were all — Sabilla and the Gigliuccis — seized 
with so severe an attack of this prevailing mal- 
ady, though, thank God, not in its most fatal form, 
that after visiting with them two nights at their 
hotel, and nursing them all three, I persuaded 
Sybil to give up accompanying the Gigliuccis 
out of town, and come here instead, while Alf 
accompanied Clara to Worcester and Norwich, 
as a support to her and her husband, in case of 
a relapse. Thank God their health has been 
quite restored, and Clara’s voice was never in 
finer and stronger order; so that her noble cour- 
age has had its best reward. Dear Sybil also 
benefUed by the quiet sojourn here with Charles 
and mo. The rcpo.se — even to dulness — - has 
been best medicine to her, while the needful 
thought and attention I have been called ' 
for have had their advantage for me, In 
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iiijif wi'itUin lo 3'(ui hilcly. ... I hiivo tnoro than 
once hatl it haid lo me, you will readily jfucs.s hy 
wluiin, • >-unly one; who ia a lover aiul a hushaiul 
at llu; saiiu! lime, - I wonder what you i-ould 
do, that r<l not forj'.ive;" and when my ICuthu- 
fiiaal follows up this sort of spoiliup; with similar 
iudulgeiiee, as h<‘, tloes, I ualiUidly feel sei'uro 
of paidou even when I am remiss in letlor 
[)unelualily. 

It ntjoices me lo know- -as I find hy your last 
letters, di'.scrihinjj the. in.v'iipliou and llu‘ case 
— that you an; so well jihiased with llur iilllc 
Hut you made your daufjhli'r-in love smile 
when she read your a< eounl of what you had 
had engraved upon the lid, and Hum faneit il you 
might hug yourself upon its passing for the 
doin)r's lns<-ripliou. Why, my <lear i’inlhusiast, 
the very form of it betrays you, " Mary t'owden 
Clarkc! to Robert Ilalmanuo," Whereas, if she 
had had it engr.ived, it would naturally have, run 
lluis: "Robert llabnanuo frmn Mary (’mvden 
Clarke.” Now that 's what I (sdl a pi<H'e of 
woinan’.s subtlety (or you I .Seriously, however, 
I am <july too pr<»ud and jileased to think that 
you value the trilhi suirnnently lo mark your lik- 
ing for it in the aflVcli<n)iale w.iy you have done. 
Your accoiinl of the American hulitis' i<lea of its 
having been used for nttjlaasca amused us greatly. 
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I fancy clear Willie ciuafling good Warwickshire 
ale from its lips, when lie was loo thirsty to wait 
for a glass; remember it had no cover in Ids 
time. Perhaps a recollection of his draughts 
from this very jug haunted his thoughts when he 
wrote that passionate adjuration of Master Kit 
Sly’s : ^ " P'or Clod’s sake, a pot of small ale 1 ” 
or that almost more fervent and most natural 
ejaculation of I''alslaff’s boy in the thick of the 
battle : “ I would give all niy fame for a pot of 
ale and safety I Imagine Shakespeare, the im- 
mortal poet, so merged in the mortal man as to 
lovingly “remember the poor creature, small 
beer," in his thirsty transport, and be willing to 
give up all his fame for a pot of ale — cool, 
sparkling, delicious Warwickshire ale I 

You ask me it I knew Charles Lamb. I thank 
God, I did. This very enthusiasm about the 
mall beverage reminds me of pleasant things in 
my privileged intercourse with him, I was an 
honoured partaker in one of those country 
walks of his, when he would stop at some Hlllc 
roadside inn, and have some cool porter. He 
preferred porter and ale, and I remember his 
especially expressing his approval of my taste 
when I ventured to second his commendation of 

1 “ Tamiiij' ot Ihc Sinew,” Imluctlon, Scene H. 

* ” Henry V," Ael III, Scone H. 
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Jiarclay nn<l IVrUiiis’s |MirU;r as Hiijii'iidr to any 
oliuT hrowt'r’.s. 1 lliink hn likisl that a 
alunild have an opini*tn in ptnlrr, anil not he 
afraid nf avowinp; il. I reiolhs l onr (inri* stop- 
pinp; at sonu' wayside hosleliy m-ar W’althain 
Cress, and his drinicinp; " Ihe niennuyol Ilaruld" 
as eur toast on tliat urcasion, ( >n anelher, iny 
father elxtse In defray the " senre fur sltei'r ale " ‘ 
(porter), and Charles I,and> said, “ I > 0 , Nnvello; 
I shall like Ihedrant^hl all (li<* heiu r Ini' it,” 

In one of these jpeen lane walks, adinii.ihli' 
Miss Kelly hapiiened to he at Knliehl with ns 
that day; and I reineinher his heinp, pleased iliat 
hoth she and I sal in lh(' little poreh and pledp.ed 
him, while hi* had the beer hmuf'lil there, lie 
always liked to see wointin superior to fine lady- 
ism and alTeetation, lhou|.;h no one had a truer 
ajipreeialion of real feminine refinement. I re* 
colloid his tiyinj.j me with iun* itf his whiinsit al 
ways in that kind of lest onei*. Charli-s and I 
Wi'redown ill Kulield hfi’ a few iiays,anil went one 
evening with himself and his helovi'il sisti'i Maiy 
to drink li*a with Siiini* ptsiple who had invili-d 
them hoth, (‘harles laimh ami I i liaui'ed to 
outwalk my Charles amt Miss I.amh, and wi; 
arrived first al the hiiusi*, a lailies' .selmol. 'riu; 
lady of the house receiveil us politely, anti ex- 
‘ " Timtlitg it( the .Slircw," IitiitH lli»ii, Ht eno II. 
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pressed herself pleased lo scc^ — bowing to me 
■ — any friend of Mr. Lamb’s with him. He 
answered her inquiry after his sister, by saying 
that she had a horrible toothache, and had 
stayed at home; and Mr. C. C. had remained 
to keep her company. And then ho added, 
" Ilis wife and I, as we came along, were hoping 
that you might have sprats for supper to-night, 
Mrs.-——.” You might imagine the effect that 
this produced, in a somewhat prim company — • 
assemblage ; but I could .see that he was pleased 
at my not being in the slightest discomposed at 
this singular introduction to a strange lady, in a 
strange house. I have sometimes thought that 
I owe it to tlie gratitude i feel for having known 
two such glorious beings, to jot down all my 
rcmini.scences of beloved Charles Lamb and his 
excellent sister Mary. She was worthy lo be his 
.sister; and that is saying everything. You ask 
me if there is any monumental stone over his 
grave. Yes; it is in the little village church- 
yard at I'klmonton ; and the lines on the tomb- 
stone are by Wordsworth. But Charles docs 
not think them worthy of Lamb’s memory.^ 


^ " Faicwell, dear TiUmuI ; that flinilc, (hat harmleas mirth, 
No inoro Hhall ^hidden our domestic hearth ; 

That lining tear, with pain foildd tollow, 

IJetlcr than worda, no more aasuago our woe; 
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You ask me whether I know who is the present 
editor of the " Examiner." I have been told that 
it is John Forster, the author of that charming 
“ Life of Goldsmith,” and the enactor of Master 
Ford in the memorable amateur performance 
of “Merry Wives "in 1848. I believe he has 
long written the literary critiques in the “ Exam- 
iner,” and they are excellent. I felt honoured 
by the notice he gave the " Iron Cousin,” for I 
value his opinion very highly. I will confess to 
my father-in-love that this notice of Mr. Forster’s 
in the " Examiner,” and still more a pencilled note 
written by dear Leigh Hunt on the blank leaf 
of our own copy which Charles lent him to read, 
gave me more pleasure than anything that has 
occurred to me this year, of that kind. Excuse 
this egoism. 

I hope you are enjoying as fine a season in 
New York as we are having here. The weather 
is, most days, as bright and clear, really sunny, 
as though it were not midwinter. But I suppose 


That hand outstretched from small but well-earned store 
Yields succour to the destitute no more. 

Yet art thou not all lost; through many an age, 

With sterling sense and humour, shall thy page 
Win many an English bosom, pleased to see 
That old and happier vein revived in thee. 

This for our earth ; and if with friends we share 
Our joys b heaven, we hope to meet thee there, 
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at the turn of the year we shall have some fierce 
cold. 

That miserable war ^ makes everything very 
dull and very dear. It is lamentable to see the 
prevalence of mourning wear; it makes my 
heart ache. Those who have been the means 
of prompting so fearful an affliction upon their 
human brethren, for interested party purposes 
and selfish individual gain, have a terrible crime 
to answer for. 

With every kindest and sincerest wish of Xmas 
enjoyment and New Year blessing, to Mrs. Bal- 
manno and yourself, from the Trihominate, be- 
lieve me to be 

Your affectionate 

Mary Cowden Clarke. 

RODEKT BALMANNO, EsQ. 


Mar. 8, 1855, 

27 PORCHESTER TERRACE, BaYSWATER. 

My dear ENTHUSfAST : 

Y our kind letter of the 6th February was 
only grievous in one thing, its bringing me 
an account of your having been ill. But thank 
God, you were already better, and I trust by this 
time you are your hearty self again. Many 
thanks for my father-in-love’s “ true and fervent 

^ The Crimean War» 

16 
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prayer." A lilossin^; like lhal, hioallu'd by a 
fallicr'M heart, must hi* pieeiniiH. 

1 ajpeo with ytm U'speelinp, llu*. f.iseiiiation ut 
Miss K<;lly’!i (‘ye?i; iu:r blow was one of llje most 
nxpre.ssive I over .saw, ami her S(i('.ilvin^;; voitio 
was abholnle perfeelion. 1 h<l 1 ever .semi yon 
a copy of a lillhi skeU'h tif heraeliop; lhal 1 oiua! 
wrote for a frieiul, to insert in a eounly [>aper 
where .she was alionl lo jpve a (Ir.iinatie reading, ? 
Il is inosl jirob.ihle 1 did, as ilinijjlil inlereslyou, 
wl>o knew and mhnired her, 

No, my <lear.sir, I have nol ret;eived the l*hila« 
delphian appliiailiim whieh yon anlieipati', with 
re.speet (o my " earc'er." lint, emhnisly enonjfh, 
about a week or H<t after I re<-eived your h-ller, I 
had a similar recpiesl from an lMi|;lish lady, who 
has been applied l<» by an b!np;li.sh [Hiblisher to 
gel up something of the kind y»)U alltide, lo. A.s 
this kind of reipiesl invttlves a eompliment, one 
<!an do no other than respttnd lo them eiuirle.- 
onsly ; 1 therefore sent her what .simjile jtarlieu" 
lar.H tin'll; were, to supply. 

Clara and lii'r huslund are returning lo bbig* 
land, leaving dear Sabilla ami their children all 
well, 1 urn thankful lo say. Dear limma is also 
in London, .still with the youngest Miss Roll for 
the present. My t!liarles has Just departed on 
a long lecture tour in llu; North of England and 
C ] 
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bonnie Scotland, which will detain him absent 
for a long space of time, I do not expect him 
home until Easter. I ought to rejoice, and so I 
do, professionally; but domestically and conju- 
gally, I rather regret. For life seems growing 
too short to allow such great slices out of one’s 
time for being together on earth. However, 
one learns patience and submission as one 
grows older; for every day’s experience brings 
a lesson that we are not to have all we wish. 

Pray present our united kindest compliments 
and best regards to Mrs. Balmanno, together 
with those jointly offered to yourself, and believe 
me to be Your affectionate 

Mary Cowden Clarke. 

April s, 1855, 

27 PORCHESTER TeRRACE, BaYSWATER. 

Mv BEAR Enthusiast : 

I SHOULD indeed have very much wondered 
(but I think I must be out of my wits before 
I ’d think you “ unkind ”) had I received a letter 
from Brooklyn without a word from you at the 
same time. Your settling it so decidedly that 

the Czar is not only dead but d d amuses 

me extremely. It reminds me of Congreve’s 
petulance, who, when they damned his play of 
“ The Way of the World,” assured the audi- 
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ciico, in i\ lUMl and ai>jin)|niat(i h|n‘i'(:h, ihut 
that coinody would livo when they wen* all dead 
and d- - il. 

Yon will find, by my holler to yonr dear wife, 
that her rival is out of the field. Allred, yesterday 
only, received inlellij^tinct' that the last iimnbei-df 
the paper was issiu-d, and (hat il had <li<‘d from 
want of (;apilal. ‘I'hen’. was no (pieslion, how* 

ever, of d as well as ilyinj*'; so the name is 

not blasletl if you think (it to revive it. Hut 
perhaps llu' best way would be to a<lopl .some 
other that .shouhl embody the, p,eneral iihsi of 
Mrs. Halnunno's book; and uoiu' seems belter 
than the one she lunself [usiposed. You will 
.see the modification I bavs^ .su}^p,c*sled. I trust 
that whatever you and .sin; may tdlimalely 
decide upon, it may prove the veiy best. . . . 

M. C. C. 


Strii'. 

97 rnKrin>nni TuniAU*, IIwj.wa'hUi 

Mv uv\n KrrnuMfA'a’t 

" TV/f ^ eon.seieiwe, hanj.;injij; abmil the neek <tf 
XVX my heart," ' i.s bejj(inuin.t;; to uplnaiil me 
for not having written to you siiiee the i5lh of 
July. I hope you got that letter safely; for 
though there was nothing parlie.tilar in il, yet 

‘ "Merchant of Venkc," Aia If, .Scene 11. 
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had you not received it, you must have accused 
me of neglect in correspondence. The fact is, I 
have no news to send ; and I seem to have lost all 
spirit for fabricating letters out of nothing. Life 
— my life, at least — has become a dull daily 
duty-doing, now that it has lost one of its dearest 
charms. We are all here, well in health, thank 
God. Sabilla is witli us, and very much better 
and stronger this year, I am happy to say. She 
enjoys herself as much as she ever does in Eng- 
land, disliking the climate so extremely. She 
and the Gigliuccis labour hard to convert us to 
their preference for the Italian heat. Alfred is 
fast coming round to their views; for he finds 
the severity of the winters here tries him greatly. 
They persuade me, also, that my Charles feels 
the cold of the English climate keenly, knowing 
that the health of those I love is always the first 
consideration with me. I suppose it will end in 
my giving up my predilection for old England, 
as far as consenting to go with them all to live 
in Italy, whenever they decide to do so. And 
really, after all, so that they are well and happy 
and I am with them, I have grown to cai*e little 
for all else. I trust wholly to your own kind 
heart to comprehend the thanks I feel towards 
you, and to believe that I am, in all truth, your 
affectionate Mary Cowden Clarke. 
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Jan. ji, 

sjy Pniu'in-Mju *ri lutAt r, liw AVAiKU. 

My ni'AK h'NTitusiAsr : 

I CANNOT .siinicicnlly Ihuiik you for s('utlinf»; 

nui Ihak HomIou papfr conluiiiiii}', Ihc col- 
leclion of iirlit-lcH upon my liaj’io idol, Karlu'!. 
Do you know who wiolo llioiu? 'riioy na'all to 
nu! so many of hor jpcal sj-oni's. I havo soon 
luir in all Iht! t'harai li’r;i ihoic cnunn'ralcil, with 
llu! oxcoplion of Ihoso in lh<* " Moinoau do 
Loshic " and in Auj,»olo. Ilormiono was Iho 
second in which I have soen h(;r, Roxane, heiiiff 
lh(‘. first, in Racine's " Ha]a/el," which play she 
docs not setiin to hav(! a« le<l while in Ameri<'a. 
She reminded m(‘ most <d Mdmuml Kean, in 
this Iasi oharaeU'r; hut slm does not seem lo 
have pttrformed it lately. 'I'lu' t»idy linu', I ever 
saw her off the staple was one<*, in the. wailiu}** 
room at the Auneiiy .Station. I was with 
Clara; w<! had heen lo a private view of the 
Cry.slal i’aiaee before it was opemsl. 1 was 
slandii 4 f on the jilatform with (lip.liueci and 
Alfnsl, when (!haiies and Clara came to us, and 
the latter said in her low voice lo me, " Victmia, 
do you know who is in that room ?"••■> pointing 

quietly to the wailing-nrom near " As I j»ahsed 

through I saw Raclud and her brother, with a 
party, billing there; and I kiunv you would 
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never forgive me if I did not tell you of it.” I 
hurried softly back, and there I saw the glorious, 
serious face. She raised her fine dark eyes, and 
they met mine, I could hardly resist the desire 
I had to go up to her and say, “J’ai a vous re- 
mercier do m’avoir fait plcurcr maintes fois; ” 
i)ut my besetting foible of shyness was too 
strong, and 1 could not muster courage to 
address her. 

Alfred has gone to Nice for a few weeks, to 
have a Southern holiday with Sabilla, and to 
prepare for building some additional rooms, 
which the house will require when we all 
repair thither. I fancy this will take place 
next autumn. I can only trust that this re- 
moval will conduce to our mutual family happi- 
ness; at any rate, the Gigliuccis, Sabilla, and 
Alf are pleased at the prospect of living there ; 
and Charlc.s and I will learn to like it for their 
sake. My kind Enthusiast and fathcr-in-lovc 
will be equally able to write to me there as 
here; and his correspondence will, I trust, con- 
tinue to delight his grateful 

Maky Cowden Clarke. 
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27 I’dlSUIl'ill I? Tl UII.V r, ltA\!>\VAII I!. 
Mv DI AH l'’.NIIt(t.MAM : 

I IIAVIC to tluuilc you for iho plt'asui’(‘ of 
forming; Iht! mtinuinl.iiic.o (tl scvcial do- 
lighlfiil pt'opKi. Mr. !\nip,lilly favouri'd me with 
a vihil, and I had .sonn; charniinj'’ (diivci.salioa 
with him. llo is (|iiil(' Hat scholar and {’cntlc- 
nian, llu; rclincd and (|nii‘l slndcid. ll(i read 
int' a vary ainnsin}'; cxlracl from om' of Mrs. 
llahnanno’.s hdlcrs, which ho liad l.dcly n’Ccivcd, 
wlum* sho lolls him a story ol a w.iylarcr coolly 
askinj!; her for fond, and .sl.diii}; that he liked 
hiH eggs “Imiled iif'htly"! 


l*ArK, IhVoN'iUtlU'. 

I WRI'ri'' to you from here liecanse I think 
you will hi! pleased to let t ivi'a letter from so 
ehanniug a place. My health has been not good, 
and change of air and .scene was advised. My 
Aunt C.'alherinc kindly inviU'd the 'riihominate 
to pay a visit of a week or so, and we ari! now 
enjoying the intense delight of this nohle man- 
aiou and domain, l.onl t'lillord i.s generously 
pleased to mark llu*. light in which he regards 
my aunt, by allowing hi'r to welcmne her family 
1 J 
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here while he is absent from England, he himself 
residing constantly in Rome for many years past. 
My aunt had the charge of his two youngest 
sons, when death deprived them of their mother ; 
and his lordship has always been prompt to ac- 
knowledge my aunt’s tender and judicious care 
of them. Thus, we visit Ugbrooke under pecu- 
liarly pleasant circumstances. But the place 
itself, my dear sir, is a paradise to people of our 
tastes and feelings. The fine old house, with 
its lofty rooms, its long corridors, its spacious 
hall and staircase, its quiet chapel with the silver 
lamp ever burning before the shrine ; the stately 
library adjoining, where I am at present writing, 
and where the windows command a glorious 
view ; the magnificent park, with its swelling 
uplands and grassy lawns, crowned with trees 
and grouped with herds of deer; the broad sheet 
of water, on which a swan 

with arched neck 

Between her white wings mantling proudly, rows 

Her stale with oary feet,’^ — 

all combine to form one of those perfect spots 
which perhaps only people like ourselves, with 
arduous avocations yet love of leisure, with artis- 
tic tastes yet moderate means, fully and intensely 
appreciate. There are some fine paintings in 
the drawing-room suite, the most renowned of 
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which is u “ Woiniin lakcn in a<lnUcry," by 
Titian, but my favonritc piclnrr is a " Ri'iiosc," 
by (icnlih’schi. 'rim alliliuli! nl ihc nu>lh<’r is 
llu! (’onsummalinn of r.iacc and nalinal casi^; 
while llm o.\|H’('sshin of llu' cnnnU'nancijs, bnlh 
mnlher's and child's, is nmlchlcss ftir Irnlh :ind 
vividni'ss. My incnbillc bnlh atv miiuyin}'; 
themselves Ihtinniyjily. Cbailes (Kties over llm 
curious old volumes lu*r<; in the liluary, and }<,iv('s 
a touch to the ivory balls in llu; billi.iiil looin near, 
as he passi's lhrouy,h,aud hmnj'jes besidt; (he win- 
dows enjoy iujf the peerless view; while All looks 
over the fishinj^*' rods and tackle willi Ivintna, or 
.strays down by llu: lake, in fpeen shady nooks 
with her, walchiny; his line whih* she ,st;elehes; 
and between whiles we ch.d with Aunt ('athe- 
line, and of an evening; read to her, or sine, some 
of our f.ivonrile four-pail music, without accom- 
paniment, to her. In short, we revel in all its 
Ui.vury of liMn(|uil pleasuri', to our heart’s I'on- 
tenl; and as hir me, my health is slronj',er and 
my spirits better than they have been for many a 
long numlh. 

I received your lelU'r <laU*d lulh June — 
Clara’s birthday — duly, and trust llu: ncNl I 
receive from you may contain more, satisfactory 
tidings of the progre.ss ma<le by Mr.s. Halinanno'.s 
book, in the matter of publication, That is gen- 
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erally the least agreeable part of an author’s 
work. But there had need, in justice, be some 
counterbalance to the pleasure there is in writing 
a work. That is the author’s share of enjoyment ; 
that is the author’s true delight. God bless you, 
and preserve you in health and happiness, my 
dear kind friend, is the sincere prayer of 

Mary Cowden Clarke. 


Aug. is, 1836, 

27 PORCHESTER TeRRACE, BaYSWATER. 

My dear Enthusiast: 

Y our delightful letter of the 22nd July 
was forwarded to me at Ugbrooke Park. 
On my return home here, I found the dainty 
little packet, containing the elegant little gift, 
that exquisite dagueri'eotype of Shakespeare 
in its beautiful case. Charles and I both agree 
that we have not seen a more tasteful thing alto- 
gether for many a long day. Accept our united, 
thanks for it, my dear sir; it will, with other of 
your kind and generous presents, accompany 
us to Nice, and help to adorn our new home 
there. 

You ask where I acquired my methodical 
habits. I think very likely they were inherited 
from my father, who in his days of youth and 

[ 251 ] 



Li':'r'ri-:KS to an icn'ciidsiast 


cMU'rj-y was onu u( (lur lausl indiisliious and 
pinaHual o{ iiu'n. I have known him itniiui' 
]ironf!i of his various imisifa! works lain at 
nil', hi, al'lvr a party, or an evniini;; al the theatre, 
Il(! played the ttrt',an al the I’oilni'iiese ehapid 
for a period of six aint twenty yeais, .uni never 
missed hut one Sunday's servie<* in all that lime; 
and at. a school where he Unij'.hl (or the same 
numher of years, he, was e(|n.illy lepnlar in 
attendance. Iktlh my paienis inenleaU-d a lovti 
of ord(*r and puin;tnali(y, with indnsti y; and their 
chiklren havi! all prov^'i! the. ailv.mla)'.e of this 
leachinj,';. My heloved molhei ever impie'.sed 
upon us that l.ilenl, without per.sever.im t* in 
application and .slea<linu‘'S in dilij'enei^ and a'o 
siduily, was of small practical avail. I'Aample 
constantly seconded pr<*eepl in all hi*r wise Ics- 
.sons; and this made them he t.dven into the 
hearts as well as tin; minds »if ln‘r i hildis-n. 

The moie I look at the channinp, little, d.a* 
gnerreolype fipure the more I mlmire. it. It is 
so heaulifnlly simitle. iit atliltule, so easy in 
dress, so unalTei led and unslndieil, so .Slndcc- 
spearean, in short. The <h'oo(> of the Insnl, 
Ihuiif^htful and reposeful, hrinp,iujt into proini- 
nene.o the hroad expansive forehead, s\ip,j',ests 
iiilelleclual Hui>rcmacy hetter than all the up- 
turned looks and eyes cast lu he.iven that weiu 
li ■»s» ;i 
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ever invented by the Frcncliy imagination of a 
Roubiliac to represent ideality. Poetic reverie 
docs not take a displayful and commonplace air. 
When William Shakespeare wrote his great 
creations, we do not fancy him holding a pencil 
to his brow after the manner of a melodramatic 
actor. In the lovely little portrait of him that 
now lies open before me, we may picture him to 
ourselves as just pausing in one of his field 
strolls around green Stratford-on-Avon, and 
pondering some suddcnly-conccivcd thought, or 
fresh-imagined scene. The very closure of the 
hands has eloquence in it. f thank you very 
warmly for this valuable gift, dear sir, and assure 
you it will be highly prized and carefully treas- 
ured by me, for its own sake, as well as for that 
of its kind giver. Tell the artist, if ever ho 
fulfill his hope of becoming a tragic actor, I 
should like to play the part of the Nurse to his 
Romeo, for the pleasure of enacting Shakespeare 
with one who has .so well embodied the poet’s 
own figure. 

^ I.onlH Ki i\nfjol8 Roubiliac* Died 1762. A French sculptor, 
much better known In Kngland than in Ids own country. 
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()( r. i>ni, I 

ay IV»iuin -iiu r, lUvswAri ii, 

i ♦ * ♦ * « * • 

G IIARIJCSanil I wciU U»j;<‘llu'r last Salui- 
(liiy Id liiki; Icavi' of di’ar and hoiiotirtal 
lAiigh lUiiil, al his CdUaj-.t* id I laddiu'isniilh. 
Wi! had a (duudiiiu'; Iwo Imuis with liini. Ilis 
dear hdaiiliful jiotil fata; loitid'd as line in its 
fadtid thinness as it iisetl In in its niitdolh anti 
rounded manhood, when I (if.t heheld it, ytsirs 
ago. Ilis gltnitnis eyes were soflenetl, not 
dimmed; and Ihtiy tilled with as hti>*hl tlnijis ttf 
enthuHiasm, whih; we lalkeil ttf the immurtal 
things in this worhl, - Poetry ami I.nve,' as 
they cvt:r ditl. 'PhoHe handstime locks, otu o 
hlat'k as a ravtm'.s wing, now while .md sparer, 
still hunp; round llu; hlaiid coiinlenance willi a 
graet! which hardly any man's hair I ever saw eai\ 
l)oast in a like ilegree. 'I'ln; ohl tenderness of 
smile, tin: ttid lighting, ttf the eyes, the tiltl witch- 
ery of wortls ami manner were all there, lunched 
into a stiinething ntihler ami Ihouj'.htfuller than 
fttrmeily. I felt the old wtirship in int' which as 
a girl movett me tt) rtnnance of admiralittn 
toward him that few could imagine in this ste 
herer age, wiu*n I raised tint; of ins hamls ttt my 
lips, while Charle.s (;lasped the other. 'Phat mtH 
ment, when thus linketl helween two men .so 
1 3S4 J 
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•i'-'' Ai-! tCN'i'iirjf'A, AST 


']’l sl’iV’F, [UY'AVAM’t , 

( "'111 i'nd I went logclhci l:isi Sidur- 

d'-, • .' i.iiio leavii of <li‘av aiul luaiotivA 
'l.<''’i fji'. i at his t'oUajoi in Hamuioi.'jii’.iilu 
Wei- ■' two hours with him. ji!i 

clear ! a-tiini iKi.-'f lace looked as fine in ii 
faded hinmc'-s a:- li u"cd to in its umooth and 
rounded manhood, when I fiist beheld it, yc.o - 
atjo. Mis j’Joiiou'; eyes were softened, lu-i. 
dimmed , and they idled with as bright drops of 
ciith'i . m, whde. v/cj [talked, bf the immortal 
il'-i . .i dr wfnjdj—JAAfit^ry and Love, — tm 
ill! . 1 - -n , Those handsome lock;?, oneo 
I'k’' ’ u’s wing, now white and sparer, 

■ ' , . 1 . ^ •' 'und tin- bland countenance with a 

g \d,i( u hardly any man’s hair I ever saw can 
boar In a like degree. The old tenderness of 
smih", rlic old lighting of the eyes, the old wih'.h- 
eryof .ords and manner were all there, touched 
into c* v'ln* thing ji 'bier and thoughlfuller than 
fonneih 1 1- II itio edd worship in me which as 
a gal iauccl iuo to romance of admiration 
towai.l t !• \ that few could imagine in this so- 
b?rt>r agr, v'heu I raised one of his hands to my 
bps, while Charles clasped the other. That mo- 
ment, when thus linked between two men so 
[2S4] 
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pre-eminently objects of my homage, will often 
and oftener recur to my memory hereafter, as 
among the proudest instants of my life. 

Your affectionate 

Mary Cowden Clarke. 


Maison Qoagua au Port, Nwh, Sardinia, 
Novumheu 12, 1856. 

My dear Enthusiast •, 

Y our Uttlc note of the 30th Sept., accom- 
panied by Mrs. Balmanno’s kind letter 
announcing her beautiful present to me, arrived 
the very last thing before I left dear old Eng- 
land. The post brought it to me on the morn- 
ing of our departure, and it was the final crown 
of all my long train of pleasant communications 
in the beloved home place, Since we have been 
here, Alf has made two pleasant excursions into 
the neighbouring mountains, which arc of great 
height and beauty, some wild and bare, others 
cultivated, and crowned with sequestered vil- 
lages, 'I'ho first time I declined being of the 
party, as mule-back formed one of its fiiaturcs, 
and I feared my strength might prove inade- 
quate and make me a hindrance to the others; 
hut the second time I accompanii'd them, and 
very much I enjoyed it. We — Sabilla, Alfred, 
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CliarlcK, aiul myself' '.set off in an (>|)cn car- 
riaj;e afl(;r an (;arly hrealcfast here, alon;.;' !i road 
which winds u|) the valley, }\radnal!y ascending 
all llu; way Inw.uds the nionnlains. At .i lillh* 
liainlel on the hrinU of a Itnienl riv«'r called the 
Vesnvio, we (united th(MMiii.i]»e atnl eoimnema'd 
ascending a sleep inonnlain path, whi( h led to a 
.small villagi^ named lUelle, whine Alf proposed 
wi-i.shonld sleep. Anythin}', more pi iinilive .uid 
.secluded than this perched up mount. lin villa}', o 
you can hanlly imai'.ine. A lainl e.irly moon 
.scarcely snUiced, amid the }',.ilherin}V shades of 
evening, to .show that wt^ had arrived (after a 
toilsome climh of ahout an hour and a h.df) in 
a miniature rulihUnpaved .sipiaie, di}',nilied liy the 
name, of La I’lace, where some goats, cows, and 
.sheep \V(!re watering at a rude lounlain, lo}';elh(;r 
with a mule or two and a few loilcriii}', inhahi- 
tani.H of the .spot, who seemed scarcely less ani- 
mal than Iht! l allle, and who staled at us as if 
we had dropped from some ueighhouriug planet. 
We accosted one of these halMiumau heings, 
and asked him (in the country patois, which 
Sahilla contrives to speak and understand, for 
the people liereahouls do not talk i'‘ieueh nor 
Italian, liul a mongrel dialect eoinposed of hoth) 
to show us the inn. lie proved to he the land- 
lord of the only house he.iriug any prelensioii.s 

I .1 
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to the character of a hostelry ; and, after asking 
us what on earth could have brought us to that 
spot, he led us into a rough building, looking 
something between a granary and a hovel. We 
groped along a dark passage, blundered up some 
stone steps flanked by huge, worm-eaten, wooden 
banisters, and found ourselves in a room bare 
of all articles of furniture save a clumsy table 
and chairs, a wooden clothes-press, and a side- 
ledge, on which lay two or three packs of dirty 
cards and some piles of woollen cloth. We had, 
providently, brought our own tea; so some boil- 
ing water, and milk, with a loaf whose hardness 
announced at least a week’s previous baking, 
made us a welcome meal. Our slcej>ing-rooms 
were in the same style of primitive baroness; 
the one in which Sabilla and I slept (for we had 
only two bedrooms between our parly, and the 
landlord, with his characteristic frankness, told 
us we might think ounsclvcs lucky to get those) 
seemed like a nook sliced off from a loft, and 
reminded me of some of the chambers mentioned 
in “ Don Quixote ” as occupied for sloeping- 
apartments by Sancho and his master, at the 
inns where they sojourned. Sleep was out of 
the question for me, I was so intensely haunted 
by a sense of height and isolation, of being hung 
up as it were mid-air; but morning sunshine 
17 [ as 7 ] 
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revived me, iiiul wc vSet forth to a beautiful little 
chapel, dedicated to the Virp,in and perched on 
a rocky eminence still farther up tlie mountain, 
on ilH vi'.ry apex, ami which commandeil one of 
the fp'uiuhi.st views I ever ladield in my lih;. 'I'he 
leg(!nd attached to this little sanctuary increases 
its intiirest. It is said to have been built by 
a poor mariner in dai»ji';ca' itf shipwua k, who 
vowed, if he were saved fiom jK'ril, to erect a 
cha]«d dedicated to llu' Virp.iu, on a h('ip;ht that 
coukl command a view of the sea nearest to his 
native village. Altogether we imjoytsl <inr moun- 
tain tri)) greatly, The weallua' has heeii beauti- 
fully warm and fine since we have been lu;re, 
and the month is Novemher, 

My spac;e only alhnvs me to suhserihi' mystdf, 
which I do in all affection and sincerity, y<mr 

M, C. C. 


Mai'«is QtnmtA au I'our, Niei., .Sahiiinia, 
Jtn.v ij, iS'iv- 

Mv urAU Mnimiimam': 

I I'.NCILOSIC you a letter fur my hrolher Al> 
fred, as you will know wlu;re he is, aiul either 
forward it to him or keep it for him, iuaainling 
to your own jiuignuiul. 

My Charles had a deligljlful letter from dear 
Leigh Hunt by ye.sterday’s itust, in reply U) one 
Cv>5«J 
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wherein Charles told him that he had requested 
the publishers to send him a copy of “ World- 
noted Women” when it should appear; and 
also mentioned the intended edition of Shake- 
speare as having been confided to my hands. I 
transcribe for you Leigh Hunt’s own pleasant 
words, as they will both please your father-in- 
love’s partiality and will make you smile. He 
says : " I long to see the Fifteen Famous Women, 
and am truly obliged by the desire expressed to 
the publishers to send it to me. It is impossible 
they could be in better hands than in those of 
the bringing up of the women of Shakespeare, 
— people that make a Mormon of me, and (with 
your leave) a Molly of me, as well as Polyga- 
mist. Indeed, with the help of another /, the 
latter word might express both.” And after- 
wai'ds he says : “ I must not omit to congratu- 
late you both, and everybody else, on the new 
edition of Shakespeare, especially as I reckon 
uiDon her turning her unique knowledge of him 
to dainty account in her Preface.” Enchanting 
as it is to have such kind words of encourage- 
ment from dear Leigh Hunt, you must know, 
my dear sir, they half frighten me, as they show 
what he expects ; and while the limited time in 
which I was compelled to execute my task with 
regard to the “World-noted Women ’’makes me 
[ 259 ] 
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fool that llic.y aro not so amply done as they 
nii};lil have been had Ihey not beam finished 
within so short a spare, I have still more soeret 
dn’ads and doubts lest I .should never be able to 
]nil down all that is in my head on the other 
and far fp’eater subji'ct. 1 lowever, my whole 
soul and imdeavour shall be brouj.'jht to the task; 
that you may be. sure of. I Ihinlc of nothing 
else, I rt'ad hardly anythin)*' el.se, I [lomler and 
ro-ponder it over and over, ag.un and ajjain. The 
letter from dear Lei);h Hunt i.s full of be.iuliful 
things, grave and gay, (piite his own line, lhou)fht» 
fill, yet serene philo.sophy, It is delightful to see 
a poet, a genius, like him, so frrsh and vi)p irons, 
so young in spirit and feeling throughout, lie 
writes as energetically and charmingly now as 
ever, and you know what an admir.dile gift he 
always possessed in the epislol.iry way. llis 
letters, like his talk, are. perfeetion. Have, you 
heard of the edition of bin works that is coming 
out in America? 1 le has promised that we .shall 
have a copy. You must know that Ih.il is my 
especial delight, presentation copies of books 
from their Authors. I prize those I po.sse.ss, 
biiyond all my other treasures. I cherish a 
certain copy of " Hleak House," wlier«*in is 
written " Mary Cowden (darke, with the re* 
garcls of Charles Dickens," like a jewel inesli" 
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ia.ble; and no sum could represent the amount 
£ "value I set upon a little volume containing 
be Caudle Lectures, bearing the playful in- 
c:x'iption, “Presented with great timidity but 
cjxial regard, to Mrs. Cowden Clarke by Doug- 
xs Jerrold.” Ah, my dear sir, what a cruel loss 
i tliere I to us, to all ! God bless you. 

Mary Cowden Clarke. 


Nice, July 31SI’, 1857. 

Cy bear Enthusiast : 

g bHIS last week has brought me your kind 
— H- and delightful letter of the loth (arrived 
ere the 27th) announcing the welcome news of 
ear Alf’s safe arrival in New York. Your de- 
liription of meeting him, and finding him a 
3gular John Bull, etc., all enchanted me; I was 
D glad to have a minute account of it all. Your 
ccountof kissing Hannet Beecher Stowe’s hand 
ate rested me greatly and made me long that I 
ould have done the same thing. It was a noble 
Ex.nd, and fearlessly set down what the heart’s 
:ic:lignation prompted, bearing honest and elo- 
inent testimony against crying evil. Besides 
our dear and welcome letter, this week brought 
le Alf’s journal on board ship, which he kindly 
opt for the behoof of his sisters. Clara and 
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ft;ol lliiU II117 an; not so amply doiuj as they 
mifjlil havo l»am h.ul they not broo finished 
willun so .short a .spaee, I luive still inoro soerel 
dii'a<ls and doubl.s lest I slunild in'ver be able to 
put down all that is in my Insid on llu; otlua- 
and far }peat<a' !mbje<'l. llowevm’, my whole 
soul and emleavoiir .shall be bronj.fhl to the task; 
ihxit you may be sure of. I think <if nolhinj.^ 
else, I read hanlly anythin}'; else, I jitmder and 
re-ponrhn' it over and over, a^^ain anti at;ain. 'I'he 
letltM' from dear I.eip,h Hunt is full <if beautiful 
IhiiiK-s, grave anti gay,(|iiile histiwn fine. lhon}';ht- 
ful, yet .serene philt)sttphy. It is delightful to see 
a poet, a genius, like him, so fresh ami vigorous, 
so young in s[)irit and feeling ihitiughttul. lie 
writes as energetically anti eh.irmingly nt>w as 
eviir, and you kntnv what an admir.ible gift he 
always possessetl in the epislttlary way. lli.H 
letters, likir his talk, are perfeelitm. Have you 
heard t)f the etlilion ttf his wttrk.s that i.s etuning 
out in America? I le h.is promisetl that we sh.dl 
have a copy. You must kntiw th.at that is my 
especial delight, presentation copies ttf Imoks 
from their Aulhtir.s. I prize lho.se I possess, 
beyond all my other IreasurcH. I cherish a 
certain copy <jf " Hleak Utmsc," whtMtnn is 
written "Mary Cowden (darke, with Iho re- 
gards of Charles Dickens," like a jewel inesli- 
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mablc; and no sum could represent the amount 
of value I set upon a little volume containing 
the Caudle Lectures, bearing the playful in- 
scription, " Presented with great timidity but 
ccpial regard, to Mrs. Cowden Clarke by Doug- 
las Jcrrold.” Ah, my dear sir, what a cruel loss 
is there I to us, to all I God bless you. 

Mary Cowden Clarke, 


Nice, July 31ST, 1857. 

My deau Kni'iiusiast : 

T his last week has brought me your kind 
and delightful letter of the lolh (arrived 
here the 27th) announcing the welcome news of 
dear All's safe arrival in Now York. Your de- 
scription of meeting him, and finding him a 
regular John Pull, etc., all enchanted me; I was 
so glad to have a minute account of it all. Your 
account of kissing Harriet Pcccher Stowe’s hand 
interested me greatly and made me long that I 
could have done the same thing. It was a noble 
hand, and fearlessly set down what the heart's 
indignation prompted, bearing honest and elo- 
quent testimony against crying evil. Besides 
your dear and welcome letter, this week brought 
mo All’s journal on board ship, which he kindly 
kept for the behoof of his sisters. Clara and 
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S;il)illa foi’wurclod il on to nu* luni^, much to 
CIuu'Ioh’h and my onjoymciil. 'I’licn; i.s to ho 
(|iiilo a family galhoriuj.', juht now at that (mi- 
chiuUing Dovonshiro park, Ca-cilia, ('lara, ami 
.Sahilla uro jfolnj]; down for a few <layfi <lurin{f 
the Hummer ludidays lo hoc dear Aiinl Oalherimi 
at U^jhrooke. You m.iy ho suro. my heart will 
ho with thorn; yot a hit of it is in America 1 
ICvor y<iur allecliimaU: 

M. C. C. 

Nu 1', Awi). aH, j Hi; y. 

My ukau 1‘;m'ini!iiA!.r: 

A OAIN I ro(|UOHl' your kind oiriees hy Iho 
onolosod note, in j'ivinj^ il, or lorwaidiuff 
it, to my hrothor. (ihaiies and I have been 
mucli gratified in reading aloiul ► • lie latading 
to me, while I work - - Iho life of Shalcesjiearo 
by 'riiomas t'ami)lj(;ll. U is pul logt'lher in a 
most pleasant spirit, wliieh all llm hiop.raphies 
arc not. Hut a poet is sure lo wrilo well on a 
poet ICvorylhing that tkileridgi', for inslaueo, 
says of our Idol is in eharininji; lasle; and also 
Hurry Cornwall’s Memoir and I'issay on Shake- 
speare and his Wriliiigs, has the saiiU! delightful 
poclie charm. After reiuling the heap t»f inap- 
prccialivo discussion on the, suhjei;l, it is truly 
refreshing to go through the ilissorlalions of 
. L j 
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such authors as these, upon our poet of poets. 
They can best feel his merits, and can therefore 
most veneratingly and modestly treat the theme 
of his genius and greatness. 

With united kindest regards from Charles and 
myself to you and Mrs. Balraanno, believe me 
to be 

Gratefully, 

Mary Cowden Clarke. 


Maison Quaolia au Port, Nice, Sardinia, 
Jan, 28, 1858. 


My DEAR Enthusiast : 


I T seems an age since I have cither heard from 
or written to you. I am the greater delin- 
quent, since I did receive from you a little note 
dated November 3rd, which I have allowed to 
remain unacknowledged all this time. But some- 
how or other, what with Christmas, and the New 
Year, and Clara’s sudden going to England for 
the Princess Royal’s marriage, etc., the weeks 
have flown by unwittingly. 

A kind friend lately sent us over here some 
good notices of “ World-noted Women ; ” and 
Charles and I were so much pleased with the 
excellent style of the writing as well as the 
laudatory tone of the article in the “ Glasgow 

C 263 ] 



IJC'n'JCRH TO AN lON'l’IIUSIAS'l' 

Ciliw;n,'' iiiul of lluil in llu; " Northampton Mer- 
cury," that \vi; have. re([uesle(l eopie.s to he .nonl 
of each of these pa|)er.s to your.sell and to the 
Messrs. Appleton, 'J'his, dear sir, and fallu'i* in- 
lovo, i.s yet anuUier p, ratification of the kind I 
owe to you. 

( )no * I'huy ’ to iuuuhvr fitill iiiif < n (In, 

Annlluir aud anothn* ailtT that, 

And IIm! iahl * (aiuo ’ Im ivi wclunnn an tiin foi nior." 

Clara and her hushand are fi^om' over to h'.njf- 
land for the }'raud slate occasion of the. I’rimasss 
Royal’s niarriape.' 'I'hey did intend to have 
remained the whole of the winter at Nice this 
year; but .so flatteringly .strong a desire was I'.v- 
pressed at Court for (dara's jiresence, ih.il she 
made all other views give way to the pleasuie of 
gratifying the who has always been gra- 

oiousne.ss itself to dear (!lara, both as woman and 
as artist. In Clara's case, 1 ler Majesty .seems to 
have taken particular phsisure in marking her 
estimation of good character and ladylike con- 
duct, as well as of pre eminent arlistii; talent, 

I ought to tell you of a little comeiliella which 
we got up here, to greet the return of the chib 
dren’s parents, and their thuile Alfreilaml Aunt 

* Victoria AdolaMn Mary I.nnlM marilrd Im Pilncn I'rrdrrli k 
William, C*iowi\ Pilnrotd (imn.tovp Jaii juj, 1H5H, ami aftenvardtt 
knowa aj» Kinprcaa Krcdcrlrk td (krniany* 

[ .1 
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Sabilla. I wrote this juvenile drama for the lit- 
tle Italians — partly as a good exercise for them 
in English-speaking, partly for their entertain- 
ment and enjoyment. It was called “ The God- 
mother,” and was enacted by Giovanni, Portia, 
Mario, and Valeria Gigliucci, and by my hus- 
band and myself. The scene was laid in a 
drawing-room; the characters were simple, the 
plot was not intricate, and the dialogue was 
suited to the several performers’ powers. Our 
audience consisted of Count Gigliucci, Alfred, 
Sabilla, in the front seals; our women-servants, 
and our cook’s husband in the back row. The 
latter was highly amused, and particularly struck 
with the godmother’s (played by your daughter- 
in-love) costume; which consisted of patched 
clothes as a disguise, and of a full-dress beneath, 
ornamented with jewels — which appeared in 
the last scene, when the disguise was tlu'own 
off. Clara was our prompter and stage-mana- 
ger, and she it was who drilled the chicks in 
their parts. She also played an overture x^revi- 
ous to the performance in the shape of a duetto 
on the pianoforte, executed by her eldest girl, 
Portia, and herself. I must not omit to men- 
tion a little incident that struck me very delight- 
fully, and will, I think, interest you. When 
Clara came forward to play this musical [Diece 
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vvUli !H;r liuK* (luui'.hU'r, and they rmlM'yod to 
the raplunMis appl.mw' with wliich tin* aiidicnu* 
ivccivrd lluau, I saw C!laia tiini as red as a roso. 
Slu', wlio has faced lu*r atidieiu;es hy Ihmi.sands 
and lens of Ihmi.sands, ■ "shc who had jnsi eoino 
fi'oni sinjpnj'; al Ihc Ilamh'l I’c.slival in ihc 
ta-yslal t’aiaee, • -she aeln.dly blushed, up i,) 
her very leinples, as shc inel ihe. applause of 
her hnshaud, Inolher, and si.sU'is. 1 eannol lell 
you, iny dear sir, how pleasanlly Uds liUle eir- 
ouinslanec Imudied me; il showed ihorone.hly 
how complelely a public life leavi", a re, illy line 
nalnre uns|>oiled aud uuhaehueyed in feeliu)';. 
After the lilllc play we had a lepasl of c.ike.s, 
fruil, an<l sweelmeals, for Ihi' deleelaliou of Ihc 
(lisliiijpiished performeis; and I assure you, they, 
wilh Ihiar elders ainoni'' both the eoiupany and 
audience, enjoyed and did ample jusliee to tlu; 
haiuiueL In shorl, ihe whole thinp; went olf 
hrilliaully, and il was agreed on all hands thal 
the cnlerl.iininenl was a eomplele success, 

(Jur whole family < ircle. join in kindest eoiu- 
pliiuenlM and best wishes of the season to yonr- 
Kclf and Mrs. liahnanno. From luysell, dear sir, 
accept my ever {'rali-ful alfeclion. 

Mauv CowoI'.n C(..\ukj:. 
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Nice, Feb, 2 ist , 1858. 

My dear Eni'husiast: 

W E have been quite gay — for us, wonder- 
fully — of late. Clara and her husband 
arrived from England well and happy ; and on the 
morning of their arrival, their four children got up 
a concert to greet them. It was quite a grand 
affair. We had the chairs ranged in order in our 
drawing-room, and the pianoforte drawn out, so 
as to look as much like a real concert-room as 
possible ; and then the four young “distinguished 
Italian artists ” played their pieces in succession. 
There was, as you may believe, great applause; 
for the audience consisted of father, mother, 
uncles, and aunts. Afterwards we had a car- 
riage, and sallied forth to witness the Carnival, 
which was then at its height. All Nice was 
out on the Corso. Every window was occu- 
pied with gazers; every balcony was thronged 
with people. There was a carriage-way pre- 
served by gens d’armes mounted on horseback ; 
while the pedestrians lined the footways, and 
sitters occupied the fronts of the houses. Every 
one threw, threw, threw I Bouquets of flowers, 
sugarplums of colored chalk showered in the 
air. Nothing but pelting went on. It was well 
we were provided with wire masks, or our faces 
would have suffered. The moi*e you are thrown 
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at, tiu! luort' <li.slin}>iii>.hnl ycui an*; and onr <'ar- 
was sn nnu'h lavonrrd, tlial on arrivinj;; 
at Iionu' its (lour was ht'a|H'd with siif'aiplnni.s 
and n()Si'{i,ayH. Wt: won' snpplitul with two 
baskeltuls of limniucts, aixl raoh of ns had an 
a()fon with a capat ions ponkot lilc(; a lurnjtiko 
man's, fdlnd with honhons; so that wt; wcro 
nowisi! iK'hindluind in our K'turn of <'oin[)1i' 
mcntary tinxnvinp.s. A pcilncl hail oi suj'ar- 
plums darkened tin* air; showeis of homjuels 
wore hurled hither and thither; all was uproar, 
laughter, ami nu*rry eonfusion. It was ;i .si);hl 
tost;c; and I was very pjad to have wilnessi-d 
it. Another sisUu'of ndne, t!eeilia (Mrs. .Serh*), 
i.s .slaying W'ith us at pis'sent <»n a vi.sil, hy iny 
brother's invitatitm. Her younge.sl i hild is In 
delicate health, and In-ing' oideied i hanp.e of air 
and .se.i-hathiiig, Alfre<l asla-d (.'ecilia l<t bring 
little l.ydi.i, and .spend .some liim^ at Nice. 
They are enjoying llnunselves very much ; ami 
the (,'arniv.il happened in timely oeeasi<in to 
heighten their aimisetmmt. 

ClaiM brought me from Jvngland .st:vc;ral plea.s- 
ant k'ller.s from frieials; among other.s a eltarm* 
ing letter from <lear Leigh Hunt, in whu'h he 
speaks of having just written to New York, to 
thank the Messr.s. AppleUm for .sending him a 
copy of their handsome work, " Wurkl-Nolcd 

t J 



LETTERS TO AN ENTHUSIAST 


Women." I daresay my kind Enthusiast will 
manage to promise his daughter-in-love a sight 
of dear Leigh Hunt’s letter, as he did that of 
Miss F. Nightingale. Charles and I have been 
delighted with a poem (of which L. H. has sent 
us a manuscript copy) that has lately appeared 
in Fraser’s Magazine, entitled “The Tapiser’s 
Tale; attempted in the manner of Chaucer, by 
Leigh Hunt." Do you see Fraser ? And have 
you seen this admirable “Tapiser’s Tale”? If 
not, pray do ; lam sure you will be delighted 
with it. With lovingest wishes for you and 
yours, 

Mary Cowden Clarke. 


Nice, April 28, 1858. 

My dear Enthusiast: 

I HAVE to acknowledge the receipt of three 
delightful letters from you. I should feel 
even more remorse than I do at having left them 
so long unacknowledged, were it not that Alfred 
has done so for me, in a measure, by explaining 
to you how closely my time is now engaged upon 
our Idol. Ever since Dyce has arrived I have 
been giving hourly attention to the text, com- 
paring all the editions, going through the whole 
regularly ; and with a care and diligence that re- 
mind me of the old Concordance days. Charles 
[ 2^9] 
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Utid I an* lip hriittr (iv(' cvriy lunniini'. wtnL (ill 
hn.ilvf.i'.t, n'liii'u let wiitiiii; iimncdi.Urly ulier, 
iK’Vi'i' leave it, till an Imni lieittie iliitnrr (al 
dVlnelil, lalc(l mn* air-aiid even ise walk; and in 
Ihe nvetiiii)', I liaie.eiilie (lie le'aiil nl inv daya 
laljout', so as (o have a eoirei I dniillialt* ropy, 
by wliieh I may he aide to t hei L the piuoh, al 
Iht; last. . . , 

;'<)iii. !)ear ('laia and her hn-.band led for 
l‘!n};land ye'.letday, (‘haih-. and I lln refoie loolc 
forward lo anolhei year of Oaihyand loaning il 
lof'elher. Shake'-pean* and ninlnal love make 
the limn pass ha|»pily, and mnstde n*. lor ipvinj* 
U(i all hohdaysi I ihink .\lfied lold yon that we 
pave lip already a ehaiminj;' <*\eni don. I he 
parly eoiisistinp of Alfred and his lhr<e -ds* 
lens, ( ‘eeilia, ( lar.i, and Saliilla < ann* hai k in 
raptures with Iheir lour. One of its ineidenia 
was very inleiesiinp;. Amonp Ihe pi tees Allied 
planned lo lain* in tln-ir w.tyand visit, wa*. a spol 
calk'll Novello, a meie vill.ii'e now, hnl fomierly 
a place of some seitpieiirial impoi I, nit t* ; vei y pie- 
Uiresi|nely .siliialed, ami < onlainini' .in idd m.in- 
nion*honse, wimewhat in llie R.nli lilh.in ea-dht 
.slyle, 'I'liey were wamlerinj'; .ihoiit. lookinp, al 
ihe edifice and notinp Ihe aims in e.inleheon 
over Ihe donr, olwerviiii*; lhal they in all maletial 
parlicnlai-ii cunvhpomhil wilh Ihe "old coat" 

ayo I 
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found at Venice for us by the Ilendcl-ofricc there 
some lime since, — the ancient shield of the No- 
vello family, — vv!ien an old gimtleman accosted 
our ])arly, and seeing them interested, told them 
a host of particulars relative to the place : how 
the house had Ixicn a seat of the Novello family, 
how the arms \v(‘re theirs, how he himself was a 
kind of doHCondanl, etc. 1 hi went on to say that 
the last Novello, being a female, had married the 
Marquis do Rora, and thus the possessioti had 
passed out of the family ; that having luxiffspring 
the name had died out, and," added he, looking 
straight at Alfred, " there art! now no Novellos 
left." When he found out who the parly wcive, 
he was in his turn greatly interested, showed 
them every hosi)ilality, gave them some wine 
grown on and made on the estate, look them 
over the old hou.se, showed them the family pie> 
lures, etc. They parted mutually plca.sed with 
each other, and with the understanding that the 
old gentleman was to let y\lfred know the sum 
for which the c.slate was to be imn'liased. It 
would have been a curious thing if Alf had he- 
come its ultimate possiissor. It would have heen 
(piitc a modern rcali/,alion of an old romance — 
the long-lost rightful heir coining into his seign- 
curial [losscssion! lUil it seems that — apart 
from the pleasant fancy — the climate, is nut 

i;^7» 1 




M'/r'I'l-.RS TO AN ICNTIIUSIAST 

ill llu' wiiiU'i’. riii: I'it'Jil luitl views ai'c 
(iiie in Iht! exlrt'inc ; 1ml llie pusiliun rt'iitleis ihe 
«|niU>l<‘:ik and sulijecl 1 «m idd wind i anti Irttsls. 
Nnvelln will lit' an (‘in li.inlinj;; siml in visit, and 
It) tliile upiMi in iin.t;',inali<in, Iml tml tn liet'innn 
Itll'tl of. 

'rim wt'allu'V hi'i’i* is tmw Iteanlifnl, warm with, 
tml: lu'inii Uin linl, I'lm winler visiltm. art* all 
dnpai’linj',, 1ml fur a immlli nr Iwti Itmpi r Nico 
will III' vtay I'ni'iyalilt*. A'* llm In'.il int ri'.iscs, 
wo shall unaul a|',ainsl its nvoi|tHWfrinp, m*. Iiy 
llm. srnnt) iirooanliim we It mU Iasi ynar; amt llms, 
I Irusl, In^ aliltt In peiseveie in »mr t Iti .t*, hai'il 
wtirlc nnlil il ho l■mn|»le^etl. Mven I, wlm kimw 
Hliakos|K'aro wilh llm tcnnwlrtlj'o it( lnne, allaeh- 
nmnl, had im itlea tif the immemio lahimr t dilin|.j 
his wnrks wniiltl iinive. 'I‘h<' tsmseienlitins i;im» 
sidoralimi imeeviary fur ea* h <reipnled re.iiUn^ is 
ahuttsl inealenlahio ; im nne wlm luH mil jpme, 
Ihrmij'Ji Iho l.tsk Wunld Itelieve. I'nr tm nllmr 
wi'iler eimlil tmt' lake llm enmmtmH |iain*« ro- 
(jnired. I, in my anxiinis m ui|mlMmme‘.s. ->• 
whioh makes t'liailes laneji al me Instrlily and 
pt‘V|iolnally, - -am peifetlly haunled hy my delta- 
lahltt hih; limy llavtim’ my every meal ; 1 l.tslo 
llmni in every mmsel I eal; I etiyjl.tle limm iti 
jny walks; I dream nf llu'in in my sleep; I have 
akHcUing nutiunof iheirpmcnce; iht'y'-dng 
I. in* J 
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mo like my murderer; ” ^ " {cars and scruples 
shake us,” ^ as I ponder over the various suggested 
lections. When I have been silent some lime 
and Charles asks me a sudden cpicstion, I start 
Crom my trance, and answer some wild, incoher- 
ent words, that prove to bo a conglomeration of 
the dirfercnl proposed alterations of some per- 
plexing passage. Seriously, however, the typo- 
graphical and transcribing errors of that Eirst 
l‘'olio give rise to most anxious canva.ssing in the 
mind of any one who undertakes to tread their 
labyrinth in order to ascertain and decide the 
probable text of the author, b'ertiinately, he is 
fully worth any amount of pains taken for him; 
and the delight of re-reading and re-considering 
him ami)ly counterbalances the fatigue and soli- 
citude. lh)r the thousandth time Charles and I 
revel in his beauties, while plodding through his 
difficulties, or rather, lho.se of his printers and 
transcribers, 

With affectionate greetings from us all to 
yourself and Mrs. Balmanno. 

Maky Cowdkn Ci.arkk. 

1 I have him like hla TwolUh Night/* 

Act II r, Hrene II* 

Macbeth/* Act 11, Scene III. 
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Ki‘ I . .It'j.t. J){, iHjiH. 

Mv )<i Ai’ I aiiii' .t.v i : 

I lI/WI''. Iti lli.uilc yoli fur \Mui' kinil Icllrr ttf 
Mivy (j 11» ; whirh li.is H'm.iinc'tl llms '.Ii.utu'" 
fully llll.U'lvlni\vlrj|};i'tl lir(.iU'.c I liavi' Imtii :.ii 
cluiifly anti i tnt'.lanlly al wml; upitn t inr Istliliim 
that I li.ivr liail no iiittint-iil Im anvlhinj; cl'.t’. 
Ytiiii' Wflftnuf fitiiimmiit atimi anivril jn>,l ii‘i we 
Wt'iv ;.|t'ii|iinj;; ini" a canlatv lltal All lia*! fit' 
{•aj't’tl l<> lalvi’ tr> cnt lur an t'v«*niiij* <liivr, dial 
\vn niii'Jil fiijity llic fir .li air and j'cnlli’ r\iMi irit- 
afti’i' winkini*, Itaiil all dav li"ni dawn. Tln-.i* 
m'liiit}'; tlrivi's llul In’ rtmliivid fui nr. wciv 
nutsl I'liaiininji, and tlmiMy \atnalilt< tn ( liaili'S 
and niy!.(;lf,i'"iniiHi; as Uicy tlid " ticlwci'n lii’.lil'*," 
at a linn* wln n wi* t-imld nnl *.' «• t" wiili’. On 
(In* rvt'iiiinj ynur li tli-r aiiivt d, wn wi*nt In a 
Invt’lv ’ isil ahiinl Iwu inilr:. (unit liftr, i allrd lilt* 
Val Id. Anilit*. Il i’> a Iti anliiul vallry, in’ illtil 
aniitl I', land i raj”i itf loi'k. Al lln* «*nliant'ti 
diiaa* is a raslli* ainl a t liapi 1 |»iiiuit '.<|in ly ’aln- 
ali*d at lln* nmnili »if lln* {.'It'ii, ulitiij' v\hi(li ait* 
I'tiw.s tif lyinrss tint** ainl Infltsl nndt'ivviiud. 
In lln* Ill'll tif dll* liiii'i'iil llinr is a Inawlinj' 
filivani, wltii h |iiiMc*i*di fimn a lavi'iinnis j'lsain 
hung willi ft'i'iis and ailiantnnis, anti wliii It lnin> 
bit’s anti siiarkli’s --a .silvri't ast atlt* "f vvan-i' tlial 
drniis from a cousitlciabh' heij^bl. On lln* t'vnn 
t m J 
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ing in question, the dear little nightingales — 
who abound in this glen — first made them- 
selves heard for the season, and regaled my 
ears, while Alf, reminded by the advent of your 
letter, repeated to us the incidents of his 
pleasant evening drive with you and Mrs. Bal- 
manno, and recalled many particulars of his 
delightful American visit, as we drove leisurely 
through the beautiful Italian valley. We enjoyed 
reading your letter as we went along, and bade 
Pasquale — our driver — proceed slowly, that we 
might do so. 

You ask me if I know what portrait that could 
be of dear Charles Lamb, a full-length. I know 
of none such, save the little etching which ap- 
pears in a second volume of his “Letters,” 
edited by Talfourd, and published by Moxon in 
1837. If gives a fair idea — somewhat exagger- 
ated — of his general appearance, for he was 
thin to attenuation ; but the portrait by Wage- 
man — the frontispiece to the same volume — 
is an excellent likeness of his honoured face. 

With kindest regards to Mrs. Balmanno, be- 
lieve me your affectionate 

M. C. C. 
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Auu* !»;, iiSi;}{* 

Mv m^AU ]‘)N’nnn»iAM' ; 

S IN('1C 1 liuvo hoard iIk; now.s lhal ihii Allan- 
lic Toll'}' raj ill i» ooinjilolod, 1 liavo lii-iai 
lonj'inj; lo wrilo to y<m in imilual onnp.raUilalioii 
ujuiu an ovont which wo. Imlli nni.il Ifol In ho sn 
grand a nno in iln fnluio ollViaa njinii iho Iwo 
groat naliniiH whicli it unilo .. S. il nnl a lino 
roalizalinn nt our Idol’.', idea of " [niUing’ a j’.irdli! 
round about Iho oailh in hnly ininulos"? It 
makos Maslor I'lick hini.solf .slow ! 

Sci'T. aa. I Cnza a a a a-a a a .ih I Wo have 
Ihls day sent oil the edition ol .Shakcipoaro. It 
was finisliod yo.Hlorday; and wi* innnodialoly 
]>aok{!d il uj), and look il ouisolvoa In Iho dili- 
}{onoe oflioo, al iho other end of tin* town, Vou 
.should Itavo soon I'harlos's hoanliful junkiiij;;; 
the |)arcol was a jioifool jneture of ils kind, 
Ilowovor, when wo juo.sonlrd il al (ho Hoa-allod 
diligonoe oflioo, Iho olork hnikod a*, il wo had 
offered him a IroasonouK f.udol containing a 
condonsaliou of comhuslihh* oomjtlols ih.il wo(dd 
blow Uj) all i'’ranoe as ihoy jiaviod Ihroiig.h lhat 
unha|»i)y, tindery land, lie fii'.l inlorinod u.s 
that we must make a doolaralion of wh.it llie 
jjarcel oonlainod ; and when wo chooifully com- 
j>lkid, in Ihe full confidonco lhat our rojily must 
bo salisfaelory, saying, " I looks ^ — only buok.s," 
[976 J 
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he started, as i£ his worst fears were confirmed, 
and said in a horror-stricken tone, “ Ah I books I 
they arc forbidden lo enter France.” “ Oh, 
well, but Shakespeare, Shakespeare,” we ex- 
claimed, “he is of course an exception; he 
passes free everywhere ; the most barbarous 
countries make an exception in his favour*, 
and understand that he may be admitted 
everywhere.” The clerk shook his head, and 
assured us that we were quite mistaken ; 
and wc found that though savages comprehend 
that Shakespeare has liberty to pass wherever he 
pleases, enlightened France has not arrived at 
that conclusion. Or rather I should say, the 
cunning despot* whom France permits to lead 
her by the nose and set his heel on her brain, 
has sufficient discernment to perceive that the 
exclusion of knowledge from the territory he 
domineers over is one way to prolong his hour 
of power. You may conceive our dismay, when 
wc found ourselves thus disappointed of convey- 
ing the parcel by coach, or diligence, as they 
stylo it; which always makes one remember 
Jonathan Oldbuck’s® broadside of reproaches 
against the diligence and the old hag it belongs 
tol ‘'Diligence, quoth ’a? Thou shouldst have 

1 Naj)(>lc<in III* 

*^Tho AntUiuary,” WaUcr Scott. 
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called il ll»c sloth I ’’ Well, \vi^ bethoiij'Jil, oiir- 
selvt'H ol the liberal eoiujiael between advanced 
Sardinia and blessed ICnjijland in jioslal arian};e- 
inenl ; and aceoiilinj'Jy, havinj; ie|iai ked the 
|)areel, separating tlu* piinted ami the niaiui- 
script portiotC) and inalciii)'; ihcMn np into ap- 
pointedly avranp.ed packets lor tiaieanission, wo 
took them this morniiij*; caily to the' post olliee,; 
and on the; [crepaymenl cd ahont one [loiind 
Lwi'lvu shilliuj'.s and sixpence in I’.npjish niont'y, 
sent oil' our complett'd work. Ome more, I say 
I In/./, a-a a-a a ah I and I hear yonr heacty echo, 
across the Atlantic. 

With my C'harles’s and my own kindest re., 
gards to your.self and dear Mrs. U.dmanno, 
l)elieve. mo to ho 

Vonr itblifo'd 

Makv (‘owiu'.n CiAuivi:. 

Nsc, Pk. i.S(,!t. 

Wv ISWH Kniiiis.iasi': 

I AM dedighted to have it in my power to stmd 
yon the* [necious g«;m you want; a letter of 
dear and honoured Charles I.amb's. Amonp, the. 
few wc^ posse.ss, the. enclosed Is almost the* only 
onu which possesse.s lii.s .signature at full leni',th. 
lie generally only Hubseribed "(kl.," This is 
in every respect pcrouliarly valuable, as you will 
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perceive ; but I have the greater pleasure in giv- 
ing it to you, iny clear falhcr-in-lovc who have 
been so affectionately generous to the daughter 
of her to whom it is aclclrcsscd ; and that you 
should be thus enabled to oblige a friend who 
you say has been so kindly influential on your 
behalf, gives me gratification indeed. 

Dice. lOTH. This has in vain been delayed, 
under the hope that I might be able to mention 
the arrival of a letter. As a relaxation after my 
hard work, my kind men-folk have taken me very 
frecjucntly to see an excellent Italian company o£ 
actors, now performing here. I'hoy play at a 
small theatre ; but their acting is delightful. One 
among them especially is an admirable comedian; 
he reminds Ciharles and me of the days of Mun- 
den, 1 lowton, and Li.ston. I lis name is Giovanni 
Toselli ; and he combines in a masterly degree 
humour, case, good byplay, varied gesture, high 
.spirits, vivacity, earnestness, and an extraordinary 
versatility and power of individual impersona- 
tion. We go whenever he plays, he isso 'feupcr- 
exeellent. Alfred has also taken a box at the 
opera for the season ; hut I seldom go, as the 
nuxlm n style of innsie does not greatly please my 
taste, (ihaiics has eommenced unollu'r series of 
drawing, room leeturos to our eirele of accpiaint- 
unce hen', and as usual there is an anxiety to 
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procinu inviUliiniB llr.it ciutsc.s (juilo an cxiiilc- 
mcnlin lliis (piiot llUio place. All’uxl was c<»m- 
pollfd U) Older a laij^e mnnlu'i (»f imw cliair.s, in 
Older (o aeconuncxlalc our imnuuisely inert'ased 
assoniMage. We are (piiU* aunised at llie iiUt'r- 
est(!xeiled; lull it is p.ralifyinp, loo, parlicularly 
to the l(H;luror’s wih'. I .shall he lookiiijNorward 
to the pleasure of lu-arint'; iVoni you as .soon after 
the ree(!ipt of this as you h'el inclined to write, 
that I may know dtsir Chaiie.s l.amh’.s leller has 
reached you .safely. 

With our united kindest rej^anls to you and 
Mrs. lialmaniuj, helievsi me, 

(iratcfully, 

Mauv Oownr.N (u.auivK. 


V 


Nim, Uic. a<;, 

Mv in’AU l’.NmiMA‘.r: 

Y our welconu; note of the aplh Noveiuher, 
eufilo.sed in one to iny hrolher, came as a 
delightful Ohrislmas greeliu}; this inorniu}'; at 
breakfast time; and 1 sit down at oiuur to .inswer 
and thank you for it. Yon will, 1 liusl, eie this, 
have vsafely received my last, dated I H;e. 5ih and 
loth (containing a mde of dear and honouied 
Charles I.amb’.s), in reply to your kind comimini- 
cation of the iGlh November, sending me vari- 
i 3 
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ous Shakespearian items, for which many, many 
thanks. I have a small pencil-portrait of Leigh 
Hunt in our copy of his “ Rimini,” which was 
drawn by Anne Gliclclon at the request of my 
beloved mother, who wished to encourage the 
young artist by an ordered picture. 

The clever Italian company of actors which I 
mentioned to you in my last has, alas, taken its 
departure. We quite miss the resource which 
Toselli’s admirable performance afforded us; 
and here, where there is a perfect dearth of any 
entertainment, the loss is no slight one to Charles 
and myself. On the farewell night we mustered 
a large family party to take leave ; and Clara 
and I look down to the theatre a parting gift 
each which we had prepared for Tosclli’s child, 
a little daughter. Clara’s was a box of bon- 
bons; mine a doll, dressed by myself. You and 
Mrs. Balmanno would have laughed, could you 
have seen the pains it cost me to array Miss 
Dolly in her suit of pink satin and pink cr6pc, 
with turquoi.so ornaments, and hair dressed with 
roses and lilies of the valley. A l)asket of 
llowcrs was borne in her hand, attached to which 
was a scroll in Italian, bidding adieu to the 
excellent dramatic company. The packet con- 
taining the doll was inscribed with a few words, 
also in Italian, importing that it was a gift to 
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Uuj lilllt! (laiij'fliU'f of ('lioviiimi Tofu-IH, from a 
siiu’t'ro admiivi' <»f Ins prc-ciuincnl talrnl. lon- 
tuiiali'ly wi! had an opporhmily of jtroM'ntinjr 
our offoriiu's to (ho falhor himself, who dmneed 
to he at llu! tloor when \v(' eiilmed; an<l you 
should have, seen Ids hripJiL eyr;i j>, listen and his 
expn'ssivi^ mouth (|wiver, when Clara and 1 
advanced and delivt'ied <»nr paekels into his 
hand, with words of reineinhranee to his prt'tly, 
clever little p,irl, who had jilayetl a small part in 
one of the piecs'S one eveniii!;'. We hear the. 
laimpany is none to play near Cienoa ; and 
Charles and I had a pleasant idea of j'.oin;’' there 
for a few days and taking 'I'oselli hy snrpuse at 
finding us in our old seat in the stalls, on tlm 
opening ni^htthtMe; Imt this, like many other 
pleasant schemes, vanished into air, with fieveral 
of our favourite caslU‘s which 1 ptpsse.ss in that 
region. 

'I'n both you and hm stdf, score;, of kiiul wishes 
of the season, Christmas and New Vetir's preet' 
inns are .sent from all Ihe fandly assemhled here. 
Aeccjtt them, as they are oflertsl, heartily and 
sincerely, and helievi* that no one more, 
ihorounhly (as there is lU) one who has such 
strong cause) offers them to yon than 

Makv Cowm-.N Ci.ahkk, 
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Feb. 8, 1859, 

My dear Enthusiast: 

I HAVE the pleasure of informing you that we 
this day send off the first batch of proofs of 
our edition of Shakespeare. Alfred and Sabilla 
are gone for a week or two to Genoa. The 
weather is dull and overcast at present here ; 
but I trust they may be more fortunate where 
they are. 

Dear Leigh Hunt is writing a series of articles 
in the Spectator just now, with all his native 
spirit. Do you see them ? If not, I am sure 
you would be delighted to read one he lately 
wrote upon the Burns Commemoration. In the 
course of it he gives an admirable song which 
he has written to the measure of the old Scottish 
reel-tune of Tullochgorum, to which you have 
doubtless danced many a time ! I will copy out 
the song for you, as I know you will like to 
read it, and to see how finely our admired Leigh 
Hunt retains his fire and animation of style. 


BURNS AND TULLOCHGORUM 

Come let us have a dance, and make 
The miith complete for Burns’s sake, 
For how can feet not long to take 
The steps he took before ’em ? 

Who can keep them ever still, 
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Wlio i'Hii lk(‘iii, 

Who I'.in kt'i‘p lln‘in <'vvr J»llll, 

Wht’ii hUohi' iUi) will roiih « ii'ri' Viii ? 

Wl»o i‘.nj tlum rvrt ?iCill, 

Whon sniij!; Ilsrlf «h.ill ui|;r ihr will, 

And nni’iii: f^tlnd liko any iiiUl 
'i'lu! m*l oi 'rtilliM'li^'Mnnn ? 

** {) *l'\il|t»rh|'oiuin *n toy <h’ll);hl,'' 

SaM Mmn'i’n linr fiht Inn aid, hinhl 
'rho Ki?v<*nMid Mr. Slvlniun, wi|:lil 
*rhal linU'd lah.n drrinuni ; 

U wa»i Idn and lUnir/n (no, 

Ilhi and llunni'<i, Idn ainl IlininiS, 
ll waM hi'i and lliun^’n tm*, 

And all .‘nn*h liun ,• 

It wan Id’i and Mui w\\ ttm, 

And donldy iUm In ronn n Ida ilun 
Kr(nn all tliai ovri \Au\kv a nliot’ 

At mnnni of rnlku hi'oiiiin. 

Kor Tnlhirh|;oniin *h win h a datn r, 

An nrviT yrl was found In Kratirn, 

Thonf»h noino Frvm h dann s, wluisn noun could (irancup 
To Scott hill htmhandn Sole Sin: 

Mirth ll has and nnew Ir Imth, 

Mirth and niuta Ic, nihth and must li% 

Mirth it has ami must h* Soth, 

And : 

Mirth it has and nnrMdc lioth, 

Ami makes all friends, as Skinrn r nhowMi: 

(jnakrufi llrernsHvrs would takt* an oath, 

There *a naught like U’ulloch^'.oiom, 

'T wan in thin tiam e, there 'n m»l a thmhli 
The piKd’n Jean first tninerl alnart 
Illn heart) when footioK it* »^t^d oirf, 
iler i Imiins inatle ryes adore N m ; 

She wan a nln^iuKi darn ln|t jade, 

Sluf'ing, dant.h% rdti^d^iK* 
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Slie was a singing, dancing jade, 

And full of grace flexonim : ^ 

She was a singing, dancing jade, 

And naught beside ; so Knvy saidj 
But capital goodwife she made 
Inspired by Tullocl^gorum. 

Who better could have played his part, 

In such a dance, than he whose art 
Of pleasing was all life and lie art, 

And no fatigue could floor ’em ? 

Think, lads and lasses, how he liado, 

Lads and lasses, lads and lasses, 

Think, lads and lasses, how he bade 
Your loves all tiuthward soar ’em : 

Think how he made kind natiucs glad, 

And only brutes and bigots sad, 

Then if you can, don’t dance like mad 
The l ecl of Tullochgorum. 

You ask me, my dear sir, whether I can read 
your writing on that thin paper. Iteautilully, I 
assure you, I only hope you can make out my 
small .scribble half as well. Give my husband’s 
and my own united love to your dear wife, and 
accept the .same yourself, believing me always 
to be 

Your affectionate daughtcr-in-lovo 
(What a pretty title that was you invented 1) 
Mauy Cowden Ci.auice. 


^ 'riic muHclos lo-wit, called— -In anatomical Latin and In the 
noininalivo case — llexuies,*' or benders. — L, IL 
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Lio'i’'n-:us 'I’o an icn'i'Iiusia.s'i' 

AI'HII. l.JIll, Nici'. 

Mv III ut I■‘,N•|IH^>IA'.I': 

I I*'I';AR y<»u will tliiiilc iik* vfiy kmiu.ss in hav 
in};j lluiH Idiii',’ (IcIViii'il ,ii kii(i\vli‘(l]‘,iii}i; ynur 
kind IcUcr.s, I have Ikm-m iiii'vrutcd liy a Ht«i-i- 
oiis acH'iilt'iil I iiifl willi, which kcpi me in bed 
and nnahlc In wnrlc Inr many days, ( 'hailc:. had 
accompanied Sahilla and lh<‘ ( ih'liticci'i lo the 
opera one evcnini’' (Alficd havinp, been called (o 
I'aij’Jand liy business wliii h ici|uircd his prcscnci! 
in laindon), conlraiy lo his usual ciisloni of p;o- 
in}.!; (ml wilhonl me. lint I had wished I o slay 
at homi! and look al my new batch of .Sh.ike- 
speare proofs, which h.id ariivcd by post the 
day before, I’indinj!; my c.mdles burniii}' low, 
I called to "MieUe to ch.in}i,e them; hot spoke 
nol load for fear of awalamin;-; my f.ilher, whosi! 
.sh*epinj>, room is near lo mint'. Atlv.incin}'; lo 
the .slaiicast!' ’of stone, like all slairs hert; * ■ 
1 wt'nl down the (ii.sl short llis'hl, and lh<m}',hl 
I had reached the huidint; ; bu( I missed the Iasi 
sle}), fell forward, lost my b, dance, and plnni'ctt 
headlon}', down the lower liij'hl of fifli'cn .slaioi. 
The .servants, lerrilitrd al Ihe noist', lushed onl, 
lo find me lyin}r in a lu'ap and slrc.nninj', with 
blood from a deep wonnti in my he.nl. They 
raised nu', supported me into the parlour, and 
laid me on the sofa, while they senl lor a ,sur« 
L' .1 
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gcon. I could not help casting rueful looks at 
my thumb, — fortunately the left, — which was 
horribly awry, in fact, dislocated. But my chief 
care was to try my brain, as it were to see if I 
could think. I found I was perfectly collected 
and remembered all that had happened and 
all that was to be done. I gave strict injunc- 
tions that the news be broken carefully, on the 
return of Charles and Sabilla ; that all traces of 
the accident should be cleared away before they 
came back; that some one should go u[)stairs 
and see to tire papers and candle I had left 
burning ; and thiit soirre warm water should be 
brought, — into which I plunged my distorted 
thumb, and held it there, that it might keep 
suirple until the surgeon came to set it. That 
was excruciating pain ; but for the honour of 
old England I bore it Irravely and received the 
compliments of the surgeon on my courage. 
I'ortunately, my husband and sister were spared 
witnessing this torture, for the thumb was just 
sot when they returned. But, poor things, they 
were suffieicntly startled, as you may supi)ose, 
when they were met at the carriage door by our 
cook’s husbaml, who told them by degrees that 
an accident had occurred lo madunK!; and they 
came up to find nu! lying on the bed surrounded 
by the servants, while the surgeon was dressing 

I' ;i 
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llu; wonml m'ar luy IfinpU:. C’li.ul(;,s says Um 
(irst lliinp; that calimal his alarm was my voicx', 
sayiii}; in a lirm (jniiil loiu', " Il's tmthinj' ; it's 
nothinj.r; don't lui afraid, dears. " Altlionjfh 
fri^jlUful to witness (my ehtlln-.s s.Unraled with 
hlood), yet Ihis free (low savetl ini' fiom fever; 
and there was no need to leie the laneel. My 
Hurf;eon was kind and elever; and my .sister 
Sahillu has been a Or. I’.li/aheth ni.ielcwell and 
a I'lorenee Ni}'htinj',ale in one, throne, hont. 

One tairions larminst.mce oeenru'd, wliii h I 
mnst tell yon. I had told M.irianne mir ex- 
cellent cook-.servanl, who Ine. been with ns for 
more than nine year.s, anil is nnne a friend than 
a dtipendanl ■ •" to draw olf my .Slial:i-s|ieare .seab 
rinjj;, lest the hand should .swidl, beinj.^ mneh 
bruised. .She ilid not notiee tli.il the stone wa.s 
p;(ine (.so violent was my fall, that the p,old .set-* 
tin|.{ was battered in, and the stone forceil out); 
and it was four days befoie the loss was diseov- 
cred. I learneil that the .sawdust, stiewn to oh* 
litiu'ate the Iraees of the aeeidenl on the stains, 
as I hail direeled, had been swept away and 
carried to the dn.st heap in the j.pMimds, at 
.some little dislane.e from the. house, '^h<^ fear 
was that the peasants hail alri'ady se.Ulered thi.s 
du.sl heap, which they use for manure, I low- 
ever, I caii.scd it to be nolilied that a sum of 
[aHB] 
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money would be the reward of whoever might 
be the fortunate finder of the dark little stone, 
whose size, shape, colour, and engraved seal- 
head I minutely described. You perhaps know 
what peculiar cause I have to prize that ring, 
it having been my beloved mother’s gift, to 
commemorate the completion of the Concord- 
ance, and can readily imagine my anxiety to re- 
cover it. A busy search of two hours, in which 
both peasants and servants joined, resulted in 
the dear little Shakespeare seal being found 
by the lad employed by the chief peasant. 

I was especially glad he was the finder, for it 
seems ho had run for the surgeon, run to the 
chemist for drugs, and, in .short, made him- 
self generally useful on the night of the acci- 
dent; and I heard that ho was so rejoiced at 
his good fortune that he sang, danced, and 
skip])ed about during two whole days after 
I had sent him the promised reward. Ho told 
our Mietto that he would willingly, at any time 
of the night or the day (for he had got up out 
of his warm IkhI to run for the doctor that night, 
these pt'asauts go to Ixal so early), and run any- 
wluu'e to do any serviee for madame. The 
kindly zeal shown me by every one in this late 
affair, — by Marianne, who sal up with me the 
first night; by her husband, who lifted me from 
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llu! };roun(l !in<l .suppciilrd ini! into llio jiarhmr, 
and al'lofwards iipsl.iiis lo my own MMim; hy 
Mit'lli', llui pivUy lionM'tnaiil, who Imhl ihc lipjit 
forlhi' .sur}',<ion, and who haih; my ict ovrcy wilh 
daily iiinilci of ph'asnn; and t onipalnlalion ; hy 
Ihc. vory pau'^anUi in Ihn I’lomul's all pidv(! 
how kindly is lh<* allachinml inspired hy syni- 
jialhy and inltirnst cvim cd in their l•onl■e 1 n^ at 
olh('r linu'H. 'I’ln; .snhsl.mlial p.ood dune lor 
Maiianne, Iht hnshand, and children, hy our 
beloved ntolher; the occasional tihhons and 
Kinarleries hestowed upon Micite, loeelln’r wilh 
counsel altoul .'iwcelhcai Is, ami leailinp; and 
wrilinj; lessons from Charlc!. and msself; the 
hoU'hons I kei’p in my pot kel for the hehoot 
of the children of the peasants, and the constant 
*' hon-jour.H " we exelianiy* with their patents as 
we pass through the grounds, make them regard 
ns with a kin'tlliness that is IVil to he vtay [iie- 
cions in a time of irouhle; and 1 assure you, my 
dear sir, anione; the many somees ol jp.iiilmle 
yotir daughlm’ iu love has hatl to atkiiowleilge 
wilh hearllell lhankftduesH to (iml laltdy, 'wIim 
permitted her accident to have !«<* lew set ions 
consetjuenees when it mij'ltl have had ^alch 
falal ones, •-•lias cei lainly hetm the affcclionattr 
atlcnlion aim has met wilh from all around 
her, 
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Before Alf went to England, he had talked 
of a little spring tour together in the south of 
France, as change of air and scene would be 
beneficial for Charles and me; now it would 
be more advisable than ever. Therefore it is 
probable Sabilla, Charles, and myself may meet 
him at Avignon in May, and take a short ex- 
cursion together to see Nismes, Arles, Vaucluse, 
and, if possible, snatch a glimpse of Pyrenean 
scenery ; after which he and Sabilla repair to 
England for the I landel Festival, while Charles 
and I return to Nice and Shakespeare-proofs. 
We shall sec how my wounded cranium and 
helpless tluimli will permit the carrying out of 
this pleasant plan. My wounded head doCvS not 
allow me to apply long at a time to writing; 
therefore I know you will forgive and continue 
to indulge 

Mary Cowt)iiN Cj.auke. 

Our joint kindest regards and remembrances 
to Mrs. Balmanno, with hearty admiration of 
her charming volume. 


Auo. 7, ifiS9> N’ci;. 

MV KIAU l'’.NTIIUfiIAST ! 

W IC have enjoyed a great treat, Charles 
reading' aloud to me while I worked in 
the perusal of a ik‘w work on Shake.spoare, wliich 
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I daresay you have seeu lumouneed. 1 )ire(‘lly 
we. nu'l with Ihe adverliseiuenl, wi‘ st'ul over 
lo Iui|*:l.md (or Ihe hook; it i;, l)r, Ihn'kiuH’s 
“ l’.sycholo|{y of Shalcehp(';u'«‘." 'I’he iu uiuen, 
ihc luode.sly, the. enlhusia'iiu, .in<l i!i(‘ judj>menl 
which uiiirk every puf'e of lids ilelij'.htful work, 
hav«! reiideied il a real aeqidsilion lo us .'•ihalo;- 
Hpeare.-lovers. So chauucil is niy hiishand with 
it, that after u'adinj', it aloud to me. lu* is f.oiujr 
lhrouj!;h it aj'aiu lo himself. A {pe.ilcr <'om|)li. 
ment can hardly he paiil to a woik than a .se<‘. 
oud perusal immedialely upon a liisl. Most 
striking il is, lo periadve how each new wnU;r 
U[)on Shakespeare, professionally vmsed and 
interested in one especial hianeh of le.uiung, 
tldnk.s that the poet of poels must have made, 
that parlienlar hraiich hisespef ial study. Kush* 
ton and i.. (*amphell lluidf he nueil have hec!i\ 
a lawyt'r; a military m.m wriles an arlicle lo 
prove that In; must have .served as a .soldier; a 
naval captain protests that he mnsl have heen 
asailttr; and now a supetinlendenl of a hmalit; 
asylum shows cause why he must have mad«‘ 
hraiiwtisease.s his peculiar inveslip.alion. (Ihni- 
ous |»rivilege. of malchh’.ss genius I It makes ils 
own all that it touches; and il fmces the con- 
viction upftn those he-,i <jnalilie<l lo judge in the 
neveral Buhjecls they are conversant wilh, that it 
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must have laboured in those knowledges which 
it acquires by its own force of penetration. 

Hoping that you and yours have enjoyed 
good health and all prosperity this summer, 
and may long continue to do so, I am 
Your affectionate 

Mary Cowden Clarke. 

Chados joins me in kindest wishes and regards. 


TO ROBERT BALMANNOj SURNAMED 
MY ENTIlUSIAvST ANO EATIIER-IN-LOVE 

My (lour KnUuisiaHt 1 well docs tluit name 
IbxpicsR tlui fervour and the h early glow, 

The Highland warmth of feeling, never slow 
To greet with Uiiully .sympathy the flame 
Of woUhy effoit ; genially it came, 

In flank outpoming and nuRtinted flow 
On one wlio never could have dreainkl to know 
From unknown fiieiul »iich cordial and untame 
Approval ; constant, steady, slaimcli icgard j 
A love parental, ])aitinl, and content 
To like in spile of faults ; for aye intent 
On keeping vigilantly watch and ward 
O^er all the interests and vantage^gain 
That may an honoinlng renown maintain ; 
Knthuslasllo filcndshij) sucli as tins, 

Forms larcst pilvilege and meek-proud Idissj 
It Itindles an enthusiasm in return, 

Whose flame of grateful anlour ever more will burn, 
June tUh, 1B59, 
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Nit I, Niiv. 1^, 

Mv iifAii Mniud.-iam : 

I WRi ri'l lt» ;u’l<ni)wl(;«l;’,t* tlic ilur n i ('ipl of 
yours, il.Uoil Oil. i.j, s<nl lliioui-Ji 

69 I )tNin Si., l.oiuioii; ami uImi lo ti ll you ilial 
\\v au! jfoiii)', lor rh,u)|',<* of air lor .1 mouth or 
so, C harlrs haviuj'; h ll not well l.ilrly, and Alfred 
liavinj*; planned a eh.irmiu)', exeni’.ion lo I'arnia, 
Modena, Holoipm, Idoii'me, .ind .'•henna. Our 
parly is lo eon.si>l ol Allred, I’l.u.i, .Sahilla, 
Charles, and myself, all line loveis ol l.imily- 
Iravelliujj and pielme 'teeinp,. We i.dte our 
driver I’asijuale and his iiMimy i o.u h, whieh 
will jusl holtl UM, our e.upel h u's. .md our four 
"preen hooks;" whit h lallei, il.irlini* ( l.n.i sti[). 
ulaled for, knowing my ihiisi lor musie and her 
voice, lopelher wilh my tlelie.u y in askine, lu;r 
lo sinp unoll’ered on her part. I.el me whis|ter 
in your <-ar: (’hailes h.is a seheme, whieh he 
means lo pul in ti.dii on our lelmn fitim our 
Irip, for ohlaininp .1 note fiom Ilaniel M.uli' 
luaui lhal he may semi it Pt you. 1 .on umdih* 
U) U‘l! you her athhi-s*. j hul I should lam y lhal 
if you were lo direel a letP r to her, e.ire of her 
fiublisher, il would he safrty ftuwaohsl. 

flow you inleresled me wilh your deseriptitm 
of your curious dream! ‘1 his t limale makes 
me dream moat vivklly and tamlinu.dly ; when 
L I 
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it does not exercise its usual sleepless effect, 
it causes active dreaming, and you would be 
entertained, could you know the pertinacious 
way in which my dream-thoughts paint and 
re-paint past scenes and persons of my life. 
Alfred will add a line on the last page of this; 
and as I have several letters to write, and pack- 
ing-up to accomplish, I will bid you good-bye, 
praying you to excuse this brief letter. But 
however short, I would write it before I went 
away, to bid you good-bye till my return, and to 
repeat — what you know by heart by this lime, 
but which I also know you like to know again 
and again — that I am faithfully 

Your attached daughter-in-lovc, 

Mary Cowdkn Ci.aukk. 

Our united affectionate love to dear Mrs. 
Balmanno. 

Nick, Jan. 2 , iR(3o, 

MV DEAR UNTIRtSIASr : 

A MONO my first duties in commencing 
another Now Year is to write to you ; and 
having lately dispatched a heap of Shakespeare 
proofs, 1 am left free to fulfil this duly, which is 
also a pleasure. I wrote to you last, Nov. 9, to 
tell you of the delightful journey then in i)ros- 
pect. It proved as delightful in fact. Our 
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oii}',in.tl [)i<>}>,r.inuuc iiuiniU'il I'annu, Mothaia, 
Uul(n;na, and Sinina as wi ll as Cu'iioa and 
Mnicnct' ; bill as llu' snow madr its apiicaianca 
nil llio inonnlaiiis, wi* ibiiiipjil it niuif prudi'iil 
not lo vinilurn aimiii;' liiiMii, so rnnlini-d iiiit'- 
hi'lvns lo llu* bi-antilul cnasl load wlu u* llu* snii 
slioiu* and llu* tain Kt'pl oil', ll was i in imis to 
.sen llu* lalli'i* i linp.in}' lo llu* npl.ind's wbili'wu 
jo)'{<(*d alon'*' in dear wt ailin', wliieli w.is an 
e.SHonlial lo mn* nijoyinnil, sinei* Allted oreu- 
jiied live bo.v seal, and would liavt* bi i*n wel 
llirotif^ii bad lain lallni. (lb, my dear .‘ar, it 
was a cliarininj'; time! 'I’lndj'.inj* on with my 
dear nurmfolk, when the eoaeli slopped for ils 
noon-lidt! repose; salnraliiip, our eyes wilb llu* 
beaulii'H of Ibal famed Riviera lo.id, tin* eele- 
braled " (.'orniee," now loolcinfi; down pieeii'ilous 
clirf.s diaped wilb olive tiees, to llu* blue Medi- 
({*rranean bene.tlli ; now looldii},' up to heis’lils 
crowned with llu* .same silvery foliaj'e; now 
cmninf!; lo some pielurt*si(ue town perilled on 
an isolated eminence; now erossine, a lorreiil that 
poured dow'ii tlirouj'h .some p,reen valley Hanked 
by undulalinij slopes; now siuine, by llu* ro.idside 
lo discuss our lunch of liread and dried frtiilH, 
or a balch of homeauade p;ingerbread that I 'lara 
Iiad nut only bronchi with lier for u.s, Inil bad 
made with her own haiuis; now waitinjj for 
t ayt* ,1 
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the coach lo overtake us, and getting in to have 
an animated chat with the two insides, Clara and 
Sabilla, the former of whom especially is always 
1 ‘cady with a flow of the most lively, entertain- 
ing, original-viewed, and sprightly-expressed talk 
imaginable. Once she enchanted us with a 
verse or two of Scotch song; and another time, 
with a strain from Himmel,* and “O Salutaria,” 
that she knows is one of my choicest favourites. 
It stirs my inmost soul ; and as her voice pours 
it forth, I feel as if an angel were quiring to me, 
and giving me a glimpse of heaven. She ami- 
ably insisted on our bringing with us our " green 
books” containing our unaccompanied vocal 
music; and one evening at I'lorencc, we had 
some of our old favourites. These things com- 
bine to make me feel as if old times were re- 
turned to gladden my heart again, I went with 
her to high mass in the Cathedral at Pisa, and 
during the offertory the organist played a beau- 
tiful piece of harmony, which was indeed wel- 
come to my ears. For you must know that the 
majority of organ music now played in Italian 
eliurehes is the most offensively vnsacmi pos- 
sible. 1 luring this servie*' I chose my station 
where my eyes could rest upon a divine “ .St. 


^ I'Vletliich Iklniich llimint‘1, a comiiuRCi, 
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John,’' by AikIk m i1< I .''.ii {<>, .tn t‘M|Mi ,iU' pirlmv, 
Al I’i '.i .iIm', in inn' o( tin* i s llicii-, \\y 
wi’ii* lintnn.tli’ cniinj'Ji fu llm.u ijiiainlaiu'.i! 

ol a iii.n‘,iiilii‘i'nl |i.uiitinj', by t bnMn Ki’iii, uni' iif 
tin* larj'.i'st ,s|ii‘i iiiii n'> "I tbr ina'ilnr I bavn I'vcr 
Hi'nii, ami |iiii|iinliiiiMti lv )’iaml, liiir inlmu'* 
inj; ami maslrily ili.uvlim,. W'l* iini'wiil oiii 
liiviiij', I. mnvlt'iliy’ <il mn ilailim.yi al bluii'iii i*. in 
lilt* Uili.'.i ami I'itli j'.atli'i ii's, brsiili s iri>alin)i; 
iiiir l y* !* witli .sitim* tnii'in * am ii iil pii fnii's in 
llic /Vi < ailnniia ilfllr li> lli Ail« ibri.* I p.ni'ti'il, 
with biratlili sfi ri*vi*i>'m in luml nl tin* laij';t5 
[KtiUlril itiuii’ vvbii'b itju'n*‘ intu ilii- tiibiina; ami 
Svlu'H I t'lili'ii’il, um* Ilf my liislai l * was lii waft 
a kms, in ymii* nanin, In tin* pK ''iilini; bi auiy nf 
ihi; niniu, ymir aibnisl Vb inis il*’’ Mnlii i. Von 
may lu’ Miri* I iliil not omit ri*{iaii inj' to tin* om* 
room tilt'll*, lialiowi'il to im* by nurb tifarly’ 
Iroasnii'il int'inocii*',, tin* llall ol Nioln*. As I 
Hal in tin* i.'liair J bail .sri*n hrr oi i npv wlmn f 
first loimtl Imr ;n*ali'il limn*, tin* inint vi-ninp, limn 
si'cmiul a blank, ami I frit ii'stoii'il lo bi*r in 
Hpii'il. IIow often I am so in my tlii'ams al 
m\i^lil, i.H Hlranp.t*. 

Ai'fi'pl yomsnif, niy i!t*ar sii, tin* nini i'n* ab 
laclminnl uf 

MaIiV CoWhlN ('lAIIKr. 
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Nice, April ioth, i860. 

My darling Enthusiast; 

Y OU have of course seen the Christmas num- 
ber of Charles Dickens’s "All the Year 
Round,” — “The Haunted House." I admire 
the first story extremely for its grace and sweet 
taste ; I think the garden-room story very clever ; 
Master B.’s charms me with its quaint humour 
and feeling of pathos beneath; and the poem- 
story was to me exquisite. 

The other day, the veteran vocalist, Tamburini 
— who is here with his family this season, and 
who preserves his glorious voice and finished 
style of singing wonderfully well — offered 
Clara to come and sing with her some duets for 
a few of our friends, who wished of all things to 
hear them together. Such a treat as this musi- 
cal morning did not fail to get whispered about; 
and several of those persons who had previously 
had invitations to Charles’s lectures obtained 
Alfred’s invitation to this musical feast : among 
others, our charming Princess^ and her delight- 
ful, truly German husband, good-humoured and 
easy in the extreme, and also his highness, the 
Prince of Oldenburg, who is a great lover of 
music. Expecting these royalties, we of course 

^ Princess Mnthiltlc Rcuss KoestriU* 
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|)la(;c<l :i front imv of iiriuchaii.s for their hiirh- 
iH'.ssfs, in till' cenlu! of which the American 
('hair was slalioni'tl. Jhil when the Princes ami 
till! Princess arrived, neither ol llu'in would oc- 
cupy (he j'rand throne chaii ; and we had the 
oxpei ience of seeiii};' llic dninh show of defer- 
ence that took place,- the Piim-c of t)ldenhnrj;' 
l)o\vinj>; and sit’iiini', to the Piincewi Ki'iiss 
Koestiil/, to lake the j»lace of honour as heinj>; 
th(! lady, while slie cintseyed ami waved to him 
to lake it as heiiij,' of (he liipjier rank, Mually, 
they each took a scat heside llu' Auierican 
Chair, leavinp' it empty heiwccn them, as tar too 
grand for either of Ihmn t«i oiciipy. 

You would, 1 know, admiie our Piiucess; sh(' 
Is So sweel-nalnred, so uuaffei'tedly jpacious ami 
kind, so cheerful, so heamiui*' eyed, so evei v~way 
enchanting. J can’t keep my eyes off her de- 
lightful f.ice, whenever she i-. here; and she, in 
turn, keeps hers fixed on my Charles the whole 
time he is .spe.iking, iind evidently adoies his 
lecturing. This, you will .say, peifeetly accounts 
for my ador.tlion of her. 

You ask wluUher “ Nici; is on the small isl.iml 
of Sardinia, or in .Sardinia in Italy.” And then 
you add: "If Nice and .Savoy are annexed to 
J'’rancc, will y<iu he aiinextal? Pray say. for I 
am hothcred." Ah, my dear .sir, tlii.s annexation 
1 I 
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question has been a perfect botheration to us all. 
I, for my part, am heartsick about it; what with 
utt’Qr repugnance to the thought of being handed 
over to France, to live under the rule of an arch- 
liar, ‘ to be under French government, and what 
with the nausea of hearing the topic constantly 
and angrily discussed, I feel thoroughly worn 
out with the sul)jcct. The Count, I feel assured, 
will never submit to live under French domina- 
tion, therefore the Gigliuccis will certainly re- 
move, should Nice no longer be Italian; Sabilla 
is a red-hot Italy-woman, and Alfred has adopted 
the partisanship ; so all these things go to give 
a likelihood of our leaving hei'e for a domicile 
farther south. We shall sec. Meantime I teach 
my soul what patience it can practise, and en- 
deavour to acquire a liking for whatever I find 
the majority of our family-parly prefer. 

I find I have forgotten, after all, to answer 
your query relative to the position of Nice. It 
i.s not on the island of .Sardinia, but is in Sar- 
dinia in the Sardinian stales; is about five miles 
from the Pont du Var, — the I'h’cnch frontier, 
— and forms the imint of coast to the extreme 
cast of the long south line occuined by Provence 
lK!tw(^on Marseilles and this place. As long as 
I can, [I will] continue to date Nice, Sardinia; 

1 Nniiolcoa III. 
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when it is no longer Sardinian, but French, I 
shall put simply “ Nice Maritime,” which is suffi- 
cient for postal purposes. 

Good-bye. God bless you and yours I 

Mary Cowden Clarice. 

Nice, May 30TH, i86o, 

My darling Enthusiast : 

I RECEIVED your kind letter of the 14th 
April, announcing that you had sent me 
off the requested first number of our edition of 
Shakespeare to Dean St. I heard of the name 
of the Italian Shakespeare, Crollolanza, from 
my brother-in-law, Count Gigliucci. I find that 
Crollolanza is a Turinese, and a living writer, but 
I believe, of not great eminence; there is cer- 
tainly not as much similitude between the two 
renowns as between the two names. 

Nice is fast lapsing into its summer solitude. 
The season is over; the strangers — English, 
Russians, and Germans — are taking flight, and 
the streets are deserted. Tradespeople look at 
you as if you must be demented, if you inquire 
for articles only to be had during the influx of 
visitors, and coolly tell you you must wait till 
next October if you expect to find any such 
thing in all the town. The heats have not yet 
set in; indeed the weather is still remarkably 
[302] 
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cool for Nice :ifc this period of the year. Alfred 
has not left for any lour, so he lakes us out for 
evening drives, which are truly delighlful. Wo 
go to the valley of Si. Andri!, the roman lie spot 
I mentioned to you .some time since in oin; of 
myletler.s; but the nightingaUi.s are not in jp'eal 
force this yesar: too cool, I fancy, for lho.se warmlh- 
loving little creatures. I enjoy the freshiu'SH, aiul 
find it .suits me in health ; for I am very well just 
now, thank tied. 

All my family unite with Charles and myself 
in kindest romemhramais to you ami Mr.s. llal- 
manno; and lu)[)ing .soon to have news from you 
that both she and you are still in lh<( s.nm* gotul 
health you were when last you wrote, I am 
Your afferliouale 

Mauv Cowni'.N (.'r.AHKio 


Nier. MAUiii.Mf, JiiNt; jjno, iSOo. 

My okau TCNi'iniMASr : 

H OW you would have he«*n ehanmd, eould 
you have witnessed the little st eue th.a 
look plae»‘ lieia; this morning! ( 'l.u.i .mil her 
two d.uling girls e.nne and sang; a liio nf Mfu- 
delssolm, and one (tf ('hernhini. under ooi win 
(low at a (piarler to.si.x (llu’ veiy hmir and minnte 
at which I was horn half a cenlniy ag,o|. in eele- 

I .i‘M I 
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liialioiutf lluMlay. (‘(tiilil ymi h.ivu heard Uioho 
fresh yntiii!'; v<tii t‘S, mill}-, led wUh one no whil less 
fresh and clear, in that rM|ni'>ite nni'.ie, wilh llu> 
still nunniuj!; air, ami the j'.ardrn (|nirt»iih‘; and 
when (’harh's ilnew opi n ottr ea .l window, to 
hi'hold those dear, lovin;.- Ian-, htoldnjf np at ns 
wilh sinih's of aHeelionato joy and niiith, iluar 
rosy (‘heelcs and hrij'.ht eyes vyiiij’ with Iho 
Insuily of the (lowers that lilird to ovi rllowin)' 
a haskol which the two jprls held hetween them, 
you wtuild have said a lovelier i onihination of 
sound and sip, hi was rarely, if ever, Iteln-ltl, 
You m:iy vemlily imaipne the ell'n l it l»ad on 
myheailand imapinalion ; and when they t ame 
Iroopinjii; up into ttiir room ttiemluate ns hoth, I 
hissed them through a shttwer of happy leais. 

l)t*ar Clara does inth'ed hrinp np her i hililren 
well, enlerinj',' inltt all their phseani-., ami {'ivinjj 
llu'in enilless innocent p,.iieiie'i, enUivatinp tlieir 
affet'littus and inleilei ts, ami tahinj' pait in all 
their childhood pumuils. She and her hn .hand 
truly ileservti to he parents, HO admiiahly do 
they fulfil the sacretl ehaiaei«*r ;md eoinprehend 
its dnli<'S. Their hoys and p.iih will, thiuhtless, 
turn mit just such men ami women as hesl foim 
a father's and mother’s rewaid, 

'I’hey arc all ahout to re|Mir for the hiiminer 
season to the Ihilhs ttf St, I)ulit:r, m.l far from 
ti 3«'t 1 
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Mont Blanc. Thence they will go on to Paris, 
and finally to England, the family accompanying 
Clara thither this year in her visit for the au- 
tumn provincial festivals, as a delightful treat 
for them all. It is probable that Alfred will go 
at the same lime, taking Sabilla with him for 
the holiday; and a charming one they will be 
sure to enjoy. I must tell you of a delightful 
day we lately had. Alf took a carriage, with our 
favourite driver, Pasquale, to a Proven9al village 
called Vence, about ten or twelve miles from 
here ; himself, Clara, Sabilla, Charles, and my- 
self forming the party. We found an enchant- 
ing spot, where we sat under a noble oak tree, 
to discuss our noontide repast. Near to us 
were a grand old spreading Spanish chestnut, 
a shady walnut tree, and groups of olive trees. 
At our feet lay a sloping green bank, which 
ended in a rapid, rocky-bottomed streamlet, 
overgrown with copsewood, in which sang a 
nightingale. Up from the rivulet stretched 
a verdant foreground, terminating in some fine 
bold crags, on one of which sal perched a pictu- 
rcs([uc town. In the extreme distance to the 
right lay Nice and her line of gray mountains; 
whiUs toward the .south was just visible the broad 
placid blue of the Mediterranean. It was a glori- 
ous landscape ; and, as our eyes feasted on it, I 
ao [ 30s 3 
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li.iil lilt* pIf.iMiH* u( uidiitl lo my (h>ar 

(;oiii|i:uiiiin*« ( li.uli's 1 )i< lvfii;«V> l.isl " Uiu;!!!)!- 
nit'i'tii.il 'I'ravt'tlfi'," t ixil.iiiiin*'. llm'.t* t|rli<'io(is 
tlfSf) i|ili(m‘< tif iny il.irliiij* I'ltl (ifld;. ami laiu'S 
(»( hcauliful Kt'itl ;unl Sum y. 

Aimlht'r lufimual'li* Imliilay 1 lalt-ly mijnyt-d, 
Alf aiul I jjdt up al Iwu tM-hn l^ in ihr niiunini*;, 
.sallit'il mil, alpi'U'>l<H'lv iu liaml, and '>1111(1 willi 
mir hlmil lumiiil.uii IkmiIu, i limlH tl lln’cia", lyiu)'; 
lo lln* caal of mu' limisc, llic lull moon .'•liiniuj;; 
lilaiidly, and tin* ructlic^ llilliu)- alioul liy liun- 
di'cds. Wo had im miouci' ic.i' lied the .••uniiuit 
than lilt* f.iilil lii'hl of dawn '.alulcd mu' oycs iu 
llu*. ( )i'icul. 1 sal and wall hfd it, while i\ll found 
a nook' iu an old ruined mill lh.it « rowiei llu; 
ridge, kindled ihe liie, .md healeii ).ome coffee 
lhal we had hroughl willue*. In f.ieeot llurj'Jmi- 
(H1.4 .spt;el.u le of the lisiu}*, sun, vvc .'.ipped our eiip 
of liol eolleeand luuuehcd mu'i I O'. I ot lu’ead. In 
front was llu* mountain rock of 'rurhi.i, with ils 
ruined remains of a Konian lower Ita* ked hy the 
gohion sunrise; ihe sea was fiparldinp, with Ihe 
level rays, and showiiij't Ihe oullim* of hind that 
iudieale.s when* Urn isl.ind of (‘msica lies, and 
whieh is only lo he dcseried ftoiu here al >au\" 
ri.se or annsel, ’I'o mir left was the h'oii of 
Monl Alhan on Ihe ne.ir height, heyond which 
rose the lotlier range, .surmounled in ihe ilisianee 
! ae't J 
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by the snowy peaks of the Finislre Mountains. 
The moon paled as the sun rose ; and we re- 
turned to breakfast when the hour was still 
so early that it enabled us to laugh at those lie- 
abeds, Sabilla and Charles, who preferred stay- 
ing at home and called ours a mad excursion. I 
can only say that, to my thinking, 

No settled senses of the woilcl can match 
The pleasure of that madness/’ ^ 

I have left only room to wish myself many 
happy returns of the day that may include the 
pleasure of being able to write to my dear 
Enthusiast and toll him how truly I am his 
Affectionate 

Mary Cowdkn Clarke. 


Nic)5 Mari’i'imk, July 15™, i860. 

My darmno Enthusiast: 

I DID not acknowledge the receipt of your 
delightful letter of the 6th and i8th June 
(which arrived, charmingly, on our wedding day, 
July 5th) until to-day, as I knew you would like 
mo to write on a date .sanctified to us as this 
i.s by a certain book and chair. Your cjuii:)s 
about " Crollolanza ” wore very pleasant and 

> « WinUii’.H Tale,” Act V, .Scene III. 
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most kindly inj'i'nious, 'riuudcH lor t'ludo.sinjj 
nio lh(! copii’H of Ihi'in. 

You ask mo if I ovtu’ hoard of, or r<'ad, " UiK'h* 
'['(un's (^ihin," I havi* l.iui'hial over il, wopl 
ovt'r it, honour'd il, and had a {'opy (»f it, .sinoo 
tin* first moinonl 1 know of ils vahiod I'vislomto. 
Thank yon for lollinj;; mo of lln* whoroahonls of 
its admirod anlhoross. Ho assurod 1 will not fail 
to call and oll<*r my mo;.l '.inoon' hoinaj'o, if I 
should loam that Mrs. Uooohor Slowo is in Nitas 

Our I’rincoss is an I'hip.lish huly muniod to a 
Gorman I’rinoo, ami yol anolhor than tin* darlinj;' 
you ima}>ino. Our Hrinooss is tin* I’lincoss 
Malhildt; Rouss Koosltil/, and i*i oallod "()\ir 
Prinoess" by us hocauso W(* all lov** and admiro 
hor set jiartiouhirly, l)i<l I loll you lhal whon 
slui h'ft Niot! I had Iho ploasuro of sondinp, ht;r a 
iillkt silkeaso omhroidoivd wilh.r jirou)) of rosos, 
pansios, and forfft'l-mo imh, «’m lo’dnp, tw<t son- 
lUilH I wrolt* in ronu'inhr.inoo of ,i dolijifhlftd 
cvi!iunj)['s (umvorsalitm Ch.ulo'i ami 1 had with 
her hipjmoss, whon sho diel ns iho ploasant 
Imnour lo find ns tnil in a nook whort^ wo had 
quiolly onsoeimaui oursolvos, al a lai|',i! parly 
given hy a elislinguisdcd Sooloh lady In-ro, last 
winlor? 'rids- -iho I Inn. Mis. Arohih.dd (aioli- 
ranu'.Sv-»and nm; lo whioh our Hrinooss invilod 
us — both ladicH making a point of dosiiing our 
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company — were the only parlies we two quiet- 
est of quiet (oik could resolve upon going to. 
lUit we could not resist the kind insistings of 
two such women, so amiable in character, so high 
in rank. You .should have seen your simple 
little daiightcr-in-lovc at the Princess’s soiree. 
The richest and most tastclul toilets; the most 
gorgeous jewels, a perfect blaze o( diamonds; 
Princes, Excellencies, Marquises, and Counts, 
with stars on their l^rcasts and whole rows of 
orders on their coats; and ladies, few without a 
title; while your quiet little daughter and her 
husband were called upon every moment to bow 
and curtsey, i)rcsentcd by our Princess to some 
highness, grace, or ladyship, who had heard of 
the gentleman who gave .such interesting lectures 
on Shakespeare, — a wonder and novelty at 
Nice, where intellectual i^leasurcs are rarest of 
the rare. 

Your picturesque dream was indeed charm- 
ing, and charmingly described. It rccalhs our 
dear and honoured Douglas Jerrold's delightful 
(anc^ of the fruit-and-hill woman on the “ Shake- 
speare Night ” in No. 335 of “ Punch." Certainly 
one of the most ex([uisile compliments ever paid 
to woman, and inestimably prized by me; so 
exactly in dear Jerrold’s own playful stylcl Do 
you remember it, fathor-iu-lovc ? 

[ .109 1 
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Otir family paily liavi* all fluwti. 'I lit' (liijl. 
iuccis ■ iIm' ( tmiil, ( l.ira, am! ihrir Imir » liililrt'ii 
• au! };(mr lo .'•uvit.'ri laml, Itn tlic H.illi*, tif Si. 
1 )i(licr, tluiiii}' ihc Mumiii r: lln'u tn P.iiiii, tlnMi 
In I.oiitinn. Alfi'i*! InuL fni' ,i tniii’ of 

hoiiH! Ifiip.lU In riniii, l iciinany. I’ wlit't'o 
In* will U'lnaiii a wrote nr iwn; tlu'o ImoIc In llu*. 
cnlililicnl, ami .'in nit hy llir 1 >aniilK' In 'ruilcoy, 
vihiliiij^ ('oM'itatitimnilo, Alin m., .Si< ilv, "n llmir 
way Innm* In Nior. r.rlntr In’ wrnl, In* kitnlly 
|ilanin’il a Hill** hip fnr ( Iniilf. .iml inyficlf, 
which we much cniny< il, In ’.cc line. sc ;nul 
(‘aimcH; ihc fniincr pl.iM- Inlin* l.innuni (ni 
ils Howci'p.rnwiti}', ami prifmtir-ili'ihllciy, .itul 
Hccatml'hoap inahiiis- 

Mvor your jpalcf'ully altcciinu.ilc 

M. (*. C. 


Ki. r MuaiiMi, Ana, i.pn, i.'Uid. 

Mv MWK Isviiiuma’.i’ : 

W M fam icil ymi wniiiil like In have thi.H 
pnrlrail of lln* pl.iee we li'.'c in, ami he, 
rthii; Ihnrmipjily inpiehiin inynin .eli nut pie.sent 
tlomieile. The j,»i'ni»mls in which ihe houiu 
fllami*), with Ihe enviionineiih am! h;n 
of olive woikIh anil monnl.un heij'hm, are all 
accnraldy ririulered, ami llu* whole elfei I f.iilh* 
fully uonveytid. Tlit* Iwn windows in the corner 
L4«w J 
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— the one with the lower blind a lilLlc raised, 
and the other with half the blind put back — ■ are 
the ones belonging to our room. Charles was 
sitting writing behind the former, I behind the 
latter, while the photograph was being taken. 
The window next' — with the blind wholly open 
.showing the toilet glass within — belongs to the 
room occupied bySabilla; the next — with the 
two lower blinds rai.scd — is belonging to my 
father’s room ; and the last south window, with 
the one looking west, belongs to Alfred’s room. 
The circle in front, surrounded by the climbing 
plants (a llanksia rose, interspersed with scarlet 
geranium and plumbago) is a sundial, bearing 
the inscription, “ Conlo soltanlo lo ore serene.” 
I took this pretty motto from a pas.sagc in one 
of Shelley’s hooks, where he .speaks of having 
met with it in an Italian garden, and givc.s it in 
English : " I mark only the bright hoims.” Be- 
neath the sundial arc the two parlour windows ; 
and to the right of tliem — beneath our .south 
window — i.s the entrance door, which stands 
aljove a flight of .steps leading on to a small 
trollisod terrace, not well seen in the picture. 
'J'he vine-trelli.sed approach to the hou.se, too, is 
not very clearly made out; but it is indicated, on 
the extreme left, leading up lo the front court, be- 
neath the parlour windows, Clara’s house docs 

C 3»i ] 
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not onm<! iiilu th<* vi«*\v : Iml it lies lo tlu' <'xlr(!nie 
will* '“"I llu; wliii(' htxiso 

lliiil apiH'ars IIumc. 'i lif loiij', while patch in 
llie. ntiddlt;, on the l«‘ll side, is a new load they 
arcniakini^: a raised einhaiihmeiii lhroiij;h soino 
lU'ii^hhouriii}'; p, round’!, l lie while houjic in ihc 
luiildlc dislance heiiealh Ihe luoiuilains is Miss 
Ihrd'.s. llio lady whose liislmy is .supposed to 
havo lurnisht'd the jpoundwoiK- ol ( h.irles 
Diclvens'.s t.’hiislnM'i *)‘.de ot " I he Hallle o| 
Life." 'I'Ik! huiltliii}; on llu' suinmil <'l llu' 
oaslorn heijijht is ImuI Moni Alh.m ; .uid llu: 
(lislaut luounlain in the eenlie is Monl )ai/e, 
ah)n|,( llu: side nl which the f.uiious (‘ornii i* road 
In I ienoa [Kisses, at an iinuiense clevalion ;ihove 
tin: .sea. When you re.ul this dt si lipiinii, with 
the copy of the pholojpaph hefoie you, you will, 
I hope, he ahk: to irace out salisfiietorily our 
wheieahouts. 

Dear t!lar,ao(len wrile;i to me, sendinj:; lively 
accounts of her and her hushand's and childien's 
prc.seiit sojourn amoiif^ the Alps, .‘•the has, with 
her own entuitelie activity, heen learning laee.» 
making of llu: .Swiss pe.isauls ahout her; and 
helween whiles, there heing no piaiioforli' in (he 
little oul'of-ltuvway village where they ax: .slay- 
ing for the henefit of its halhs and w.tlers, .slu’ 
has been learning the new music she has to 
I J'f .1 
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sing at the autumn festivals in England this 
next season by the aid of a tuning-fork merely. 
To quote you her own characteristic words, she 
says in her last letter to me : “ I have managed 
to learn my ‘ Armida ’ all but by heart with a 
pitch-fork, — musically used, not agriculturally, 
— which, though troublesome, when once so 
learned remains more firmly than with any sort 
of accompaniment.” So like Clara; practical and 
alert-minded, thinking no trouble too much to 
acquit herself thoroughly well before the public 
in her own beautiful art. It seems almost a 
pity they should lose so fine a vocalist, in the 
very prime of her powers, too; but she right 
now has to devote herself to her husband and 
children, at the very period of life when the latter 
most need her personal maternal care. Charles 
and I join in heartiest assurances of grateful 
attachment to yourself and Mrs. Dalmanno, 
begging you ever to think of mo as 
Your affectionate 

Mauv Cowdkn Clarke. 


Nick Mauitimb, Ocr, i860. 

Atv 1)1' Au NN-rnusiACT ; 

A l^'fliR a particularly agreeable few days 
here together, hearing news of dear old 
England and English friends, and seeing all the 
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prcKy I'lttplisli lliiu!;.'* (lify havi* hnniijlU IIkmu'o, 
till')' left yt'slfiday mnniiiif;, t osily MMlrd in llic 
()( dll' whit li diry had In dmin- 

sclvt's, When \vi; had sicii diriii oil (inuvidcd 
widi a daiiiiy paclccl n( saiidwii hi"s whii li I jpit 
up early to [uepan! I'm' llieiii with my mvii hands, 
“'“•as they parlieiilarly allt'i l my .'.andwlrhes, • ^ 
and a lie.ip nf lcdm'> and papeis himmjtl, hy 
Iht! laiiidim post jird in limi' fm llmir s(ai tinj'), 
C.'hai'h's and I went In < all iipmi a swrrt yminj( 
lady ftiriiil, an Aniftiian hmii, manii'd (n a 
ynim^f dnclnr who is srltlrd lu'ie, Vmi .'.Iimild 
havn siHMi the arlln'iS jny that lie, hied up her 
genlle cainntenanei' when I Innk her a lilllo 
inoris(;o jaekot from Sahilla, a . a rememhram’u 
I havinj^ made il. up, She, with f'entnne 
graei', put it on at miee, that 1 mie,hl see how 
well il filled; and a ino'.l prelly pieinre she, 
niad(*, as she sal there, her pinwiiij;; eheeks and 
.S[»arklin|' eyes selling oil the lieh Itmwn and 
gold of ihe jaekel. Her hrodier in law ■ ihn 
dcviir arlist, I.ouis ne<,ant',e>i, who has been 
painting llu* serii's of spiiiled portiail** that 
{:ont[»ost; tho Viehiria (‘ross (lallery in I.omlon 
-“Ought to have been piest'iil lo have made a 
skcleh of her on the spot, she would have formed 
80 lovely a suhjeel for a painting. Aflerw.irds, 
the day being supremely calm, we made the 
l 3M J 
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faithful Pasquale drive us out into the coun- 
try, to some beautiful copse-woods beyond a 
perched-up village called Cagnes (not Cannes, 
where Lord Brougham’s seat is), and there we 
sat enjoying our lunch of fruit,' — 'grapes and 
rosy apples, — and wandering about, gathering 
ferns and myrtles, which grow in iirofusion 
there. These, on our return, we arranged in 
vases, and charming they look. I enclose one 
for you to see ; and I know you will view it 
with added interest when I tell you that I have 
taken it from a basket that came from honoured 
P'lorence Nightingale’s sick-room.^ When Sabilla 
was in London she went to see her, and took her 
a copy of the “ Notes on Nunsing,” which Sabilla 
has translated into Italian. Noble Miss Night- 
ingale was very ill ; but she rallied sufficiently 
to accept the offer which Sabilla and dear Clara 
made her that the latter would .sing for her. 
After the songs, with the instinct of a graceful 
mind, Miss Nightingale’s devoted cousin and 
nurse. Miss Carter, filled a basket from the 
side of Idorence’s .sofa with flowers, and gave 
it to our darling, in her gratitude for the heavenly 
music she had just uttered.' I tell you this be- 

^ A liMf^ carefully prefixed, ficUjcted from lln« lu«kcl, was ii; 
lhi8 letter, juHt i\H It had l)ccn placed thcic ]>/ Mih. Clarke'a 
hand. 
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cati'.i; I know it will inlcirsl, yon, il did nin, I 
(•iiiiiol. :«.>y Imw nun li. W'illi .t )'i iit'in'>ity Ihut 
iilh'd iiK* will) |n'<ind )tiy, Cl.u.i ,nid S.iliilta Ii()lh 
Itj'.icrd Ih.il I <nij>lil t" pn'.'.f .'i llii'. Iialluwfd b.i.s- 
kcl; and il now .idtnn!> oni p.nloni' iii'X', 

\V<* Itopn In ail onr dear Uavt llor;. hack 
hen' Inward tiu' cntl of in-si inonlli, llir J’onnt, 
('lara, and dn-ir cliildoMt (loin Ihc Noiili, Allred 
and Hatiillii ftoin (lie Sonih. 

Willi onr uniled kind* -.i l^M■,ard'. lo Mr;., Mai- 
nianno and yoniM'lf, helii \e me lo lie, my dear 
air, 

Vonr alfei linnali' 

Mai V I'owiti.N CiAUKi;, 


Ni' I .Mo.iti''n. l>t'. i,n i.'lfMi. 

MV IHAII lA' r ! 

^I'^ltANK yon very imi* li for yonr weleonii! 

■1. iioti! of llie ,^oih ( *) loher. We are 
here in all (he nneeilainiien o) a « oin|iellt‘<l 
ehaiijje of iloinii ile. 'I’lie fomier |no|iririor of 
lids j.»round has jnsl sold il ; and anordin}', In 
taniliueiilal law, il .seems th.it a sale ttf an eslale 
affei’ts a lease Iheieon ; t onsei|nenilv tin* lease 
granted lo u.h of Ihis hon-.e doe , mn hold good, 
and we are liahle lo Ih< tinned onl hy the new 
proiirielor, 'rin; Nh laid style of pou ednie is 
that whieh may fairly eoine under thedenoinina'* 
I I 
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lion of dirty ; therefore you may imagine we are 
somewhat perplexed. Singularly enough, just 
at this juncture, an estate near here which has 
long been an object of Alf’s desire was offered 
him for sale ; and though the price was exorbi- 
tant, he at once made the purchase. The situa- 
tion of this estate, it.s view, its air, its water, its 
soil, arc all supcrcxccllent, but its house is a nest 
of cupboards, in the usual Nice style. This 
would necessitate building a new dwelling-house, 
and Alf has already made a charming design for 
one. Now, however, “ the rub.” The Gigliuccis 
cannot think of staying here under the new 
order of things, and the whole family have to 
remove soon into Italy. The Count has already 
placed his two boys in college at Genoa, and 
Clara and he arc just gone thither, to sec for a 
house there that will suit them. 

You may readily fancy that the lo.ss of them- 
selves and their dear children as neighbours is a 
dreadful drawback to us. Accordingly, Alfred 
hesitates to begin building ; and moreover, when 
he and .Sabilla were at Genoa in November, they 
saw a proi)erty which they fell in love with 
there. So strong a fancy did Alf lake to this 
place that he wished Charles and me to go and 
look at it, in hope that we shovild find it as al- 
Iraclivc for a future domicile as he did. Well, 
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we four took flight on the second, for a week’s 
tri23 to Genoa. A more singular spot than the 
one Alf had pitched upon it has never been my 
fortune to behold. I was extremely interested 
with it, and I could see how, to one of his faculty 
in perceiving the capabilities of a place, it had so 
powerfully fascinated him. Nevertheless, the 
present proprietor and he did not come to terms ; 
and we returned to Nice with nothing definitely 
settled. The journey back was curiously in 
keeping, so to say, with the peculiarity of the 
place we had been to see. The place was like a 
place in a book, so odd, so picturesque in the view 
it commanded, so altogether strange in itself; 
while the journey back was one of the most wild 
and wonderful that can be imagined. No one 
who has not witnessed the effect of rainy weather 
— continuously rainy weather — in these moun- 
tainous districts can form any idea of the mar- 
vels produced on the Cornice road by many 
days’ pouring rain. Precipitous rocks, with every 
point a water-spout; roaring sea-waves dashing 
up from beneath, as if to drag us down and over- 
whelm us; water-courses swollen into torrents, 
tearing across the road with fearful rapidity and 
depth ; masses of stone, earth, and trees hurled 
across the highway and blocking up the passage, 
were the chief features of the scene. Once we 
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had to get out of the diligence, while the horses 
were taken from the traces, and the coach was 
pushed by men over a steep and narrow mule- 
bridge in the dark ; another time, it was let down 
by ropes and eased along a sharp declivity like 
the side of a house, while we stood on the (oppo- 
site bank under umbrellas, watching the descent 
of the lumbering vehicle. One night we had to 
stop until the waters of an impassable torrent had 
subsided sufficiently to let us safely ford it; 
another night wc had to sleep on the road, 
while the caiUonvicrs dug out a passage for the 
diligence through a heap of rock, stones, and 
earth, as huge as two large houses, whii h had 
fallen aero.ss the road only two hours jireviously. 
All these perils were bad enough as long as we 
had daylight; but when darkness came on, and 
wc had to make our way along a lodged road 
many hundred feet above the sea, liable at any 
moment to be buried beneath falling masses of 
earth, or overflowed by rapid torrent wat(;rs, it 
became rather nervous work. My imagination 
was so powerfully appealed to by all tlu'S(^ un- 
wonted incidents that it strove and tolled l)eyond 
all I )owcr of .sleep ; and f could only strain my 
eyes through the murky obscurity of jiouring 
rain and objects dimly seen by the. diligence 
lamps, ill hearlbealing excitement. After thirty 
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hoiMs (if (Icfcncd luiiv.il Iicydiid (Hir (lin> linn', 
\vt' ii‘.u lu'il Nici’ ill s.ilcly, lli.inic Odd, im llio 
nvcnih)', df llu'<)ili; iiitii h, :t‘> you may bclicvo, 
Id lli<; iclicf dl dear Clara and mir c.xiicclanl 
fi'i(tiids, 

Willi altuiidanct* of allcdii'iialc wi’dica I'dr 
many Merry Cliri-stma'i'i and llajijiy Ni;w 
Years In ytmr.Mdf and dear Mrs. Halmannn, 
friiin all mir laiiiily ein te, lielieve me Id lie 
Vdur alia' ln'(l 

M.\l;V < iiWhl N ( I 


Kill t,|m Jtf.i. illi^i. 

Mv iTAU Kkuii'j Iam-; 

A I.l'* wiiles ns wtird that Ids alleialidie. in 
Villa Ndvelld al (ienii.i au* pint cedinfj 
salisfaeldiily, sn far as ladislaulialily is emi* 
einned, Inil nidii' shuvly tlian emild li*' wished. 
However, " Slow and snn* is an a* kimw le'l^yd 
good nidUd; ihereldii* lei ns hopi- lhai it will 
he illnslrate'l in ihe pri sml inslame. I laia 
has heen Irying in nhliin a pl.iee m an r niir 
(|uarler of the eily. ' Caiii'ii.m" <|nailit-ii*, ■ 
as thi' C'liinl only Idt'k ihe hnnse tin y now 
oruupy for a year, lint il seems ihe htiu.ses 
and aparlinenls all lei well in the neighhinir- 
hood of our villa : wliii h shnw.s lhal It is an 
I 3^"' I 
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excellent one, although not particularly fash- 
ionable. The more suited to us who, one and 
all, prefer comfort and quiet to gentility. 

Nice has now subsided into its usual state of 
summer void: all the season visitors gone, 
streets deserted, shops all but closed, lodgings 
empty I When we occasionally drive through 
the town, our carriage looks like a solitary 
ghost of all the gay equipages that throng the 
thoroughfares during the winter and early 
spring. Pasqu ale’s whip sounds like an echo- 
ing lonely smack, and the horses’ hoofs trample 
along with a kind of spectral reverberations — 
a faint reminiscence of equine cavalcades and 
clamour. 

I had a long and very interesting letter from 
Mrs. Farrar by yesterday morning’s post-delivery. 
She gives a most animated account of the judi- 
cious proceedings of the North men, ay, and of 
the North women loo. God .send that this 
struggle in America may result in showing 
“the .soul of goodness in things evil”!’ 

Charles has lately had sent him a present, Miss 
Martineau’s " ICastern Life, Present and Past," 
aiul he has been reading it aloud to me as I 

1 “ 'riuMc is Honu‘ smil of /(oodnoss iu tilings evil, 

Wuukl niun olispi vingly distil it out.” 

- - ” King Henry V,” Act IV, Scene I. 
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work, l)ulh (Ifiivini; j'.ir.U |il(‘.i*,nio IlicHfinnK 
Not, only i:, llu', Miliji'rl inlcn slin;',, Inil tlir wiiy 
in whirli ;.lu’ IhsHs ll iciHltMi. it tloiiMy '{‘lu! 
prrus'.il ol (lii'i book miilo H iiu* hope tiioir (Imii 
ever dial Wo m.iy .sonw d.iy hhtI with tin; oiu’ 
yon ninnlioin'd, on l•']'.ypliHn Ir.ivcl, as ( onl.tin- 
iiu', Momm h in(rir:.l lor yon and Mrs. Ikdinanno 
wlx'n yon nsid il lop^t lln-r. 

Uid yon set' lln* acronnl of ih.U wondorfnl 
< ii'i'inan wisisnic's book wbinb bo o.ills a” Key 
lo .Sb.dc(''.|HMio';t .Son not!.," wln ioin bo pioponnds, 
as a .solnlion lo Ibo oniipna vvbii b b.is bitboiio 
pn/./.lod Ibo (‘oinmonbibn-*. n.nnolv, w!io ibo loP 
tois \V, 11. slantl lor (to whom lln; Monnols aro 
dodicalfd), ibal llns<' iniii.ds aro to bn inlor- 
prolod - • William biinsoll I I b noi bntb, I think', 
tbi' lilln " Mr. William 1 lini'.i tl,’' dist ovmod by 
IbiH sapionl (lorman, ni.iv I’.dily Midc wilii tin; 
bn'nrlnnan's l oipioinon of " llio immoii.d Wil- 
liams." I own I am cm Ions lo j.oo Ibis t k i man's 
" Key," if it bn only to lind oni bmv bo.ufonnls 
lor the /!//•, in llto «lodit ali(*n. 

1 mnsl loll yott .sonn-lbinn, ibal inadn ns 
jiinih; tin; otbor day. 1 Ibiidc I monlionod lo 
yon my imasanl inipil, a yonno pill wliom I po 
and hoar road t-vory niorninp, and loa* b to wiilo 
and ouHl aooonnls, ami whom ( boa iot|noslod 
inn lo take in lumtl wbnn sho loft for (hmoa. A 
I I 
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regular Italian peasant-girl — warm, brown com- 
plexion, jet-black hair and eyelashes, dark eyes, 
and white teeth. It is a delight to watch the 
rich colour of her check in the excitement of 
learning, and to see her agile form and her 
handsome face peering down at me from the 
cherry tree she climbs to gather me a basket 
of the fresh fruit. She is the daughter of the 
peasants who live on the estate Alf bought here, 
and who cultivate its ground. She is intelligent, 
though hitherto wholly untaught ; and the other 
morning, when she was reading to me a story 
from her book, — which is for the most part free 
from .such tract-like trash, — .she came to an ac- 
I'ount of an odious, model, good boy, who did 
everything according to virtue-pattern. Among 
other points, it .says that "he ate a good deal of 
soup at dinner, which he was not fond of, be- 
cause his parents wished it and because he 
knew it was good for him." Then the story 
went on to say that "he never omitted to say 
grace after meals, and thank God for the things 
hi! gave him." Whereuiion my peasant-puijil 
lurned h<!r large dark eyes upim me, with an 
an'h smile parting her red lips, and said ; “ I'or 
the soii/>, which he did n’t like ? " It is curious 
to note how these unsophisticated natures see 
at once through conventional shams. 
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C'luulcs and I wiilt* in Kiiulrsl r(\n.ircls to you 
and drar lialinann<». l\r Impt's you duly 
n‘r<dvrd a Maiadn^atin* l'‘\annnrr” hr. Muit 
yon» ('onlaininy; a well wrilliui and ])l<‘asant 
nolicu of (>//r Shalvrspram, 

Ews alf<a linnatfdy, 

MakV (‘nWOl N (d.AUKK. 

(^11 j’l.i i*ao, 

Vim \ Nuvitiu, la (Iimia, 

My UFAU MiM. ilAIMANrin; 

M OiVr load \\\v\ il ymi In wntr inr llial \r\Wv 
of the UUIt Aii|;n'‘U aiul yM what [>aia il l 
conlcaOi Itavi* lut^ y(»u tan wrtl ini.inlnr. Ah, ilrar 
inadatu, lhuinui;lily diM 'Muy Ih'aM '‘yiupalhi/n in llo* 
anIiVnntJ yiMns iiiu a iHMMohninj:* In ‘j'r that (hww lunil, 
rliiMafnl nahnv qarltt'd hy sn o^:lla^^Unj^ a tlrniih r, 
(Jlo‘ ynn, hnwrvia, *' t will imi hnajtiiM* that lh»' o aiH 
will Im^ falah” My drar lalln r in Invr'** lin<M niv.liho 
UiMi iunl lrtn|MaaO' liahiOi inma ‘aiirly pirvail, ami 
n^'iintv him In ns ainvluh\ liid him hitain 

nulhini; fnr la ini; miahh: 0i answi r my hiO i i, or inr 
failing; In nMunmlH'i’ Iho mraniiiij nf lhal dalo. or any 
olhrr playful liilh^ t may havo alhidf d In in lln* old 
Hlyln (»f plrasaiUiy In twrrn WK I umtia inaiia d lln* 
I5lh July as l*idni; Iho day f mnnmmird Urn (‘on- 
ran’damu", and Ihn day on whirh ihr trslinomial i lntir 
from Aumiiua was daUil, as pirsmih d In his homnuod 
dauyhlcrdndovo* (iod hlrss him lor his manyi many 
i sVi ;i 
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lovinK-kiiidncBfics to her, who ever thanks him [grate- 
fully in her lieart of hearls I Tell him so, clear Mrs, 
Jhilmanno; for I will trust and believe that he is still 
with you. 'loll him the thou^jht of him and his inter- 
est in (Jenoa was am()nf.f my stron^jost ideas on arriv- 
in[f lu're, and that I will look forward to the ploasuic 
of receivilHif his letters here, and of writii^j him a full 
account of our home here. Chaites and I were — only 
a short time lieforc the iulvent of your letter “ - a{p'ee- 
in}^ how interested my dear luithusiast would be in a 
minute description of this place, and I was inlendin^j 
to detail it fully. Tell him how much I thank him for 
Ins present of the book — Steph<m\s Travels ” — 
which you say ho so kindly ord(M*ed to be sent to Doan 
Slr(‘et, whence I doul)t nut it will soon be forwarded, 
as there is a case there waitin[j to be desi)atched soon 
to (tenoa. It touched me, )'our mention of his in- 
tOHLSt about tlie article by Mr. Grant White in tlic 
Allanlic Monthly” on Mr. Vayne Collier; so like my 
JOnthusiasL’s active zest in Shakespearean subjects. A 
day or two ago, when Charles and I had the deli[fht of 
rcadin^f a really fine article on our edition in the ” ICx- 
aminer,” one of our first oxclamalions was: ^*ITow 
the dear h'nthusiast will la this appreciation of 

his dai4(hler-in-love*s work by the first literary aiilhor- 
ily exlant I ” Dear friend, I cannot [(o on writing, upon 
olluM’ matters to you while my mind is full of only one 
— our d<’ar Mr. Jhilmanno's condition, I read ami 
reread those few words of hope; Noverltndess, I 
cam)ot imaipiie that the result will bo fatal. The l)a<l 
symptoms are quite abated.” lUess you for wriliny 
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them ; they comfort me so much, and help me to 
bear the dread that besets me. My last letter, r4th 
Aug., will show you how entirely I am able to enter 
into your every feeling on this occasion. Oh, the over- 
whelming dread of loss! the anxious watching for 
eveiy favouiable indication! the merging one's own 
fears and wishes in the sole desire to alleviate the 
suffering of the watched beloved I Charles and I 
join heart and soul in cordial regards and ardent 
wishes. My brother Alfred is gone to Nice for the 
final completion of [arrangements for] our removal 
thither, and we hope to see him again very, very 
soon. Were he now with us, he would unite in af- 
fectionate remembrances* 

God bless you and sustain you, dear Mrs. Balmanno, 
prays fervently 

Your giatefully attached 

Marv Cowden Clarion. 

God grant that the next letter from you may be 
from both you and your other self I I feci as if I 
must have some more of his own kind words under 
his own hand* 


9TH Oct., i86i, 

Villa Novello, in Cakignano, Genoa. 
Mv DEAR Mrs. Balmanno ; 

Y our letter of the 15th Sept., to my brother 
Alfred, confirming the fatal intelligence pre- 
dreaded in yours of the 18th Aug., struck me to 
the heart. My dear “ Enthusiast and father-in-love " 
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has so long been to me a vivid reality, though un- 
seen, a true and intimate friend, though unknown, 
that I cannot yet believe I am never again to see his 
welcome handwriting, never again to receive those 
kind and ever fond letters, animated by so much 
warmth of regard and prodigality of affectiom Per- 
haps no one in the world can so fully sympathize with 
your loss as myself; for no one has more deep cause 
to gratefully feel and know his lavish kindness, his 
generous cnllnisiasm, his fervour of sympathy, his ac- 
tive zeal on behalf of those in whom he took interest 
lie fulfilled his own adoi)ted title of ** fathcr-iu-love “ 
to the letter and in the spirit of the name ; and it is not 
too strong an expression to say that in him I seem to 
lose another parent. The heart takes refiif^e in the 
hope of meeting those we have loved anil lost in an- 
other higher life ; and to see and know hereafter the 
loving falher-in-love whom I never beheld with mortal 
eyes now serves to enhance the prospect of immor- 
tality. As we grow older, the added number of those 
we revere among the dead makes the thought of death 
less and less repugnant, and weans us mercifully from 
this life. God bless and sustain you, my dear Mrs, 
Palinanno, in this your grievous bereavement, prays, 
in all truth of sympathy and love, 

Your affection ale and grateful 

Mm<y Cowdkn Claukic. 
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*' Uaja/el/' KueiiioV, Uaeljcl in, 3 .|r> 
ll:dm.umi>, An^pdo, 73, (>7 
Itiilmannn, Kohtnt (^^'riio Philliu- 
Hlaat”), o[)enlii|j of concHuond- 
ence with Mu». (Jowden (’Luke, 

<jj Kcnd'i ipild pens In her, 151 
churactori/atlon ))y Mm, (Juwdmi 
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Cluilco, 17 i admiiation for her, 
aoj dieam ahont ShalcesniMvc, 
33; mmds lAJiimhns” and inu|0 
a zinc urllrlen to Mrs. Chnvdeii 
<JI(uke,:>r>; ld8\vifo,J<vHid>n.inno, 
Mrs. Robeit; jtenda cedar tub to 
Mia. Cowden Clarke, 3-1; pin* 
pojnsddediealinn of one(d nci alo- 
ilna, /jb; let civi-s loek of hei hail, 
50; objeeUs to dodieailnn, 61 ; 
sends vi/picltea ol Mrs. Cowdeii 
Chuko to her, r>t: leceives cast 
and pin li, ill of ShaUesjieaic fiom 
Mia, (bjwtb'ii (M.iilxe, 61 1 Ida 
i‘hildien,73; bis habiis andcliar- 
aclnrlsiltMi 73,7,1 } hiHa|'e,7.| ; 111- 
iiesa, yd; acmls Ameiiian edition 
of (lirlhoiKl <tf Shakespeaic’rt 
Horoiiiea” and lUiistiathnia for 
U to Mia, Cmvilcn (Jlarlce, 77; 
aceepts dedication, 81 ; icefwoiy 
fioni Illne.sH, S3; deHcriptlnn of, 
by himself, 87 ; Ids birthday, H(j; 
ttenda coins t<» Mia, (Jowilcu 
Clailco, 4K) ; traits oDiiscldidicn, 
97; sends ease of ipflB t<^ ^bs. 
(‘owdim Cluike, 103*, sends 
copies fioni Coiie).;f<;io l<» her, 
I (id ; his do|t Relph’,'' lod, 107 ; 
ejuiOHpondem'e with Mia. Cow- 
den Claike shared with her 
hnsb.iiid, 115; Ml. Il.dinanno's 
ha ndw riling, 115; lias fevei , t id ; 
unanip'S for tesliinonial to Mis, 
Ciiwtlen Claike, and sends list 
of hnbscilbeis, etc., im \ hcihIs 
A nn ilean eilition <»f “(luliiooil 
of SimUesiiearn's lleiolncs” to 
Mui, Cowdeii Claike, 131 ; )d» 
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impatience, 138; note from Mr. 
Cowden Clarke, 144; Mr. Bal- 
manno's garden, 148 ; liis resem- 
blance to Mr. Cowden Claike, 
150; Mr. Balmanno*s accident, 
153; his opinion of the Quickly” 
portrait of Mrs. Cowden Clarke, 
153; sends her ’’Truths Illus- 
trated by Great Authors," 155; 
sends her black walnut box, 155; 
makes cast and inkstand for hei, 
157; sends her inkstand and 
’’ Niche's Daughter,” 166 j acci- 
dent and cough,” 1765 wake- 
fulness, 177 ; sends set of 
engravings for ” Girlhood of 
Shakespeare's Heroines” to Mrs. 
Cowden Clarke, 183 ; vexed, 210 1 
suggests American lecture-tour 
for Mr, Cowden Clarke, 212; 
receives Shakespeare jugs from 
Mrs. Cowden Clarke, 2365 ill- 
ness, 241 ; sends Mrs. Cowden 
Claike daguerreotype of Shake- 
speare, 251 ; meets Alfred No- 
vello on his arrival in America, 
261 ; sends Shakespeare items 
to Mrs. Cowden Clarke, 281 ; 
poem by Mrs. Cowden Clarke, 
”To Robert Balinanno,” 293; 
final illness, 324 j sends Stephen’s 
” Travels ” to Mrs. Cowden 
Clarke, 325 ; death, 326 
Balmanno, htrs Robert, 25, 217, 
^5 ; writes to Mrs. Cowden 
Clarke, 545 her book, 59; her 
” Comic Mask," 95; songs by 
her, 1 17, 119; her character, 
152; song by her, 166; her 
” Compositions," 179; her book, 
201 ; anecdote from her, 248; 
her book, 2$o} letters from Mrs. 
Cowden Clarke, 334, 326; writes 
to Alfred No vello about her 
husband's death, 326 
Baths of St, Didier. See St. Dldier 
“ Battle of Life, The," Dickens's, 
312 

” Bella di Ti2iano," by Tiliaui 163 
BentivogUo, Vandyke’s portrait of, 
108 


Bessemer, Mr., 187 
Bickerstaff's ” The Hypocrite," 
Dowton in, 71 
Bird, Miss, 312 

’’Bleak House," Dickens's, 150, 
170 j presentation copy to Mrs. 
Cowden Clarke, 260 
"Bluecoat Girls.” *SV'<r ” Giilhood 
of Shakespcaie's Ileioines." 
Boston Evening Jomual^ The^ 148 
" Boytliorne ” in Dickens's “ Bleak 
House," resemblance to Mr, 
Cowden Clai ke, 1 50 ; drawn from 
Landor, 151 note 
Brougham, Lord, 315 
Bryant, William Cullen, discourse 
on J. Fenimoie Cooper, 141 \ 
Mrs. Cowden Clarke’s opinion 
of his poems, 141 ; portiait of, 

Baclfnill’s, Dr., Psychology of 
Shakespeare, 292 

’’Burns and Tullocligoium/’ by 
Leigh Hunt, 283 

Burns, Robert, quotation fioni, 61 ; 
unpublished autograph letter, 
105, 1 18; ’’Tarn O'Shanter,” 
117; his songs, 120 
Burton, Mr., 134, 146, 199; por- 
trait as ’’Captain Cuttle,” 112; 
revival of Shakespeare's ” Merry 
Wives of Windsor," 193 
Byron, Lord, anecdote of, 2r, 23 

Gagnes, drive to, 315 
Caloric engine, 148 
Caloric ship, 173 

Cambridge, Mr, and Mrs. Cowden 
Clarke's visit to, 134 
"Campaspo," 156, 164 
Campbell, L., on Shakespeare, 292 
Campbell, Thomas, ” Life of 
Shakespeare,” 262 
Cannes, trip to, 310 
Caracci's " Three Maries/' 85 
Carnival at Nice, 267 
Carter, Miss, 315 

“Caudle Lectures," Jcrrold’s, pres- 
entation copy to Mrs. Cowden 
Clarke, 261 

Cedar chest and tubs sent by Mri 
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UalmiUiuo to Mis* Cnwdeii | Coslu, litos (^omUcss 
('l.nlnj, ;vu 4,t voko In Ciysial -jh); 

C'hiui, ucut to Mrs. niUln^m anani'Cil for tiycloiiluun 

(lowiltjn CMiiiko funn Amcilrni Kxliibiiion, 1324 
10, iij^ 114} aiiivJil at Ml. Cbiwikii (‘l.iiUc, (.'harlt's, 16, iS, 25, 
l.awHM\c<j’H ; adtiiowliidi'inciUs 27, 210, 225, 212, 24(1, 254, 25O, 

ft»i, 124, i?5, 1 p; i«ccivod, i.v>i aMi 275, 2Si, 2b(>, 3(){;, 3117, 

iiK'llioii of i)Ui:kln|», 13 1 ; tlulu of 317 ; Ins iiuiniai^o, 7 ; " Ur 4 ot- 

))ic!a'iiliui(m, 324 ha tlons of lo; tUailli, 

(lliajmuui, Mi^./[i8 n , loiuk MiUon’s '‘May ^^^nu• 

ClMinoi, ijnoUlion fumi, 165 ln|5’* \ ; I'ivcs mn icii ol lia tmos 

i'liol.iid, 203 al CkwuiiUy, 44; Ins Slinho- 

(Ihiirtliiias t\uol/M)lckcu»% jyo «ihmio noal, 47; udaiioiis willi 

(duisimas jHiddmjtS ids will*, 33, ilcsnljilion (d, 

“ (JkniKitia,'' by tiiU'Kliio, 163 57 ; “ Uynm lo (Jod/’ 37 } ** M’o 

“ (diu)|);dia/M)y (biido, 163 My Own Maiy,'* ^Sj snids l(i<k 

Clilfoid, land, 24H * o| inn \vi((’'n li.ili to Mi. ilub 

(l(4)dt!n, Ml., 235 iiimuio, 31); ioi'tini'S foi “ hoinlon 

tbu'hiunc, Mis, AiddlKdd, 30H hujtilut(oii/*lM; li.d>ilof iradbii^ 

Clollki, J. I'.iyiii*, 202; o|milon of aloud to his \vili‘, (t5; lihi a)n»oui* 
Sluikuspfim', iiH; ooinioii of iiinij, lio i ii'nilki lions of Jolni- 
Mis. t’owdon (’luiUoV ‘‘lion* iitimi/n lu linn, Jift; bi‘\ btiliiday, 

coiiUiu'r,” 135; ismsulalioiis ; rtiail 1)145 O*)) dis|i(isllbni, 
4>n .Sii ikosiiaau', 17/ J Klcliaul lorn nlmu's Mtn. t'owib-n 

(li.mt Wliito’H ailirlo rm, 325 (‘laikf’n nnHsijMnKlcin ii with 

( !oU ud)'o, on Sliak(*naaiic, 252 1 Ml. ll.ilimiinai, 113; h.is ilaai- 

(‘onilxi, Mis. (hjoii'ii ((‘cdlU inatlsiu, no, 1 23 ,* visit lot .uii- 

Siddmis), 212 lnl(l|5*, 134 1 I'Mlnir Irun In 

“ (‘oimr Mask/^ Mis. llaiiniumo's, lMliiilmi>iii aiul olln't pkui's, 134 ; 

<^3 tirnds IhankH hi Mr. H.diiunnio 

» CoiH'ordanco to Shahcspr'aM*/' fm ids wlfu’a tCHlimimiai liialr, 

Mm. Cowshsi riaiUr^i, 145; in» 133; kniuen in Siraifoiil on- 

raptlon of, r)j Mr. IhilintinnoVi Avon, 137 ; in Kdliilimj;li, 144; 

adiniiallon loi, 20, aH ; J. bayiui n<do U> Mr, llalmmnio, 144; 

Coliki’H opinion of, 1311 j si|jiia- niuiiinir rif spcahinih tdr., iko; 

lavo to, i'Y)\ of ikHlniimit, (oinliilna fiitaids, 153; ptillius, 
.VI I * 135; pn’ftns Ids wifa's iiHsilo- 

(’oniriova'a " Way of Oio WoibV* work.isH, in.lnicsiU Sln-ilMiino, 

->4» r/o; on Urnry laimi 'riicalio 

(‘jsiko’s :i< lliii5 72 list, 172 | hin tauulwii li i asr s, 

('oopi^r, J. iM’idmon', mrcdinit In I74t aHnlion for Ids wifr, ills j 

lionoi of, is<): Jioilndl id, 130 kcinini in Kdinlnirph, 1H55 din* 

Chiidni ko.al la tho UlvUau,'.!o5, uvr in Ids imnoi ai Ncwluivni, 

31 ’I joiuni'y on, aftor n iiloiiii, iH5; hslnios in wi'si id I'lip/ 

‘|ts iaiut, lO'M b'latncs at Iiooilon 

“t'oMuvail, Itaiiy," <m Siudca* InsiUullon, 102, io5; Jiilvn annl- 

spiMic, vnnuiy, .ni2; AiiH’iiian ii-Muni 
<’oiirp)'lr». <'npbsi finm, JiroU liy tmii '‘V i'-dmauno, 

Ml, liidinaimo to Mm. (a»\Mkni 3i.r, In tiui s al Aidir foi 15111 

riaikn, io(i fd /s-llaiid, .M i; Si'Milish In lain 

(kuikaMi'i nnui from NlCk*, joO tniir, 214; ulnpv^ ia tdioiuu ;U 

L 3.53 .1 
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Sydenham Exhibition, 223; his 
letter announcing Madame No- 
vcllo's death to Mr. Balmanno, 
229 j lectures in Scotland and 
North of England, 243; visit at 
Ugbrooke Park, 250 ; receives 
letter from Leigh Hunt, 358 j 
assists Gigliucci children in 
comedietta, 265; attends Italian 
theatre, 279; gives com se of draw- 
ing-room lectures at Nice, 279; 
bis pleasure in Dr. BucknilPs 
Psychology of Shakespeare,” 
292; Italian tour, 294; goes with 
Mis. Cowdcn Clarke to Grasse 
and Cannes, 310; receives Miss 
Marti iieaips ” Eastern Life, Past 
and Present,” as a gift, 321 j 
sends copy of Manchester Exam- 
iner to Mr. Balmanno, 324 
Cowden Clarke, Mary, sketch of 
life, 7“ii ; inception of Con- 
cordance to Shakespeare,” 9; 
opening of correspondence with 
Mr. Balmanno, 9 ; ” Recollections 
of Writers,” 10 j receives pens 
from Mr. Balmanno, 15 ; appear- 
ance, 17; parents, 18 j receives 
" Leanders ” and magazine arti- 
cles from Mr, Balmanno, 26 j resi- 
dence, 29; names, 31; attends 
lecture on Crystal Palace, 31 ; 
thanks Mr, Balmanno for cedar 
tubs, 34 ; storv of Portia,” 35, 
41 ; opinion of Dickens, 36; way 
of living, 37; notice of Miss 
Kelly, 37-41 ; acknowledges 
cedar chest from Mr. Balmanno, 
43; proposal for monument to 
Snakespeare, 45 j dedications of 
tales in "Girlhood of Shake- 
speare’s Heroines,” 46; Shake- 
speare seals, 47; reminiscence 
of childhood, 47; portraits of 
herself, 48, 49} desciiption of 
her room, 48-501 description 
of home, 50, 52 ; opinion of Miss 
Martineau, 52 \ opinion of Doug- 
las Jerrold, 52; habits of life, 
^3 5 opinion of Rachel, 54; Mrs. 
Balmanno's opinion of " Girlhood 


of Shakespeare's Heroines,” 54 ; 
Mrs. Cowden Clarke's relations 
with her husband and brother, 
55, 56 J lock of her hair sent to 
Mr. Balmanno, 59; not fond of 
relic preserving, etc., 59 f argu- 
ments for dedicating one of licr 
tales to Mr. Balmanno, 6t, 62; 
receives vignettes of herself from 
Mr. BiUmanno, 63; age when she 
began ” Concordance,” 63 ; hcnds 
cast and poi trait of Shakespeare 
to Mr. Balmanno, 64; reading 
habit, 66; hal>itb — ^Yalking and 
letter-reading, 69; recollections 
of actors, 70-73; inciiiiry con- 
cerning Mr. Balmanno'^s children, 
73 J date of birth, 73; receives 
from Mr. Balmanno American 
edition of ” Girlhood of SJiake- 
speare's Heroines,” and illustra- 
tions, 77 ; sits with Leigh Hunt, 
78 ; speaks with Miss Kelly, 78; 
sees Jerrold's " Retired from 
Business,” 78 ; love of music, 79; 
describes relatives, 80; describes 
Nice, 81 ; thanks Mr. Balmanno 
for accepting dedication, 81 ; re- 
fuses Ameucan biid, 82; love 
for birds, 82 ; visits Crystal Pal- 
ace Exhibition, 83, 85, &S ; visits 
Royal Academy Exhiljition, 83; 
comments on Pre-Raffaellitc3,84; 
attends Exhibition of Old Mas- 
ters, 84; asks Mr. Balmanno for 
candle-shade, 87; comments on 
Hawthorne's " Scarlet Letter ” 
87; comments on sculpture in 
Exhibition, 88, 89; date of biitli, 
89; receives coins from Mr. Bal- 
tnanno, 90; habits — bathing, 
etc., 90; leceives call from Mr. 
Putnam, 91 ; admiration for 
Samuel Richardson, 93 ; admires 
Jcrrold's and Dickens’s acting, 
93; habits — wiitlng, 93; criti- 
cismson Powers’s " GreokSlave ” 
and Flaxmnn’s diawings, 96; 
discusses women’s costume, 97 j 
departure for Nice, 103 ; receives 
case of gifts from Mr. Balmanno, 


[ 334 ] 




I N I) K X 


103; Iht tlaiuinKf 10^ ; receive a 
t'ii'pUvi I'leiu (loneji^fjio I’lom Mr. 
nithuiiiniOi 1061 I'lilioihtu on 
ItciUan poUi.iilH, toH; trip to 
Wire, lop; lnii(ilu“i ( Jhllujoil oC 

ShnlceH[U!,iu;’H Uisroincrt/* 

cliuli uent fioiu 
Ajiu'ilra, rn» ; nh.iren Mk 
li,iln»auno‘H letton \vUli \nn hu‘j‘ 
115:^ lluuikH Ml. Jlalmmuio 
fiu [ilannlu]; tosthiioniuk v^x\ 
aemln aekuowlriljpueuiH to eml> 
HcillieiH lo liiMtiiuunlul, 1^3, 125, 
130; Igiler fioinfiloml in I'Min e, 
isSj loci'ivea AineiitMii e^liliini 
of Cvirlliootl o( Slmkenpraio'ii 
lUnolnea,” 131 ; luT ojjlnlon of 
Sliakeancarc*H Icamini', 131; 
movoa iioin Oaven IliU to Tor- 
clicaliu 'roiiiuv, ni; vinil to 
CJainbildi^o, 13.I ; (’«>lilm'H(>|Mnlon 
of *' (^>n(:oid!ince,” 13(1; vlnit lo 
StraLfonl-fni-A von, 137 ; hablpi — 
p(‘raevcninc(), 137, 1 jp; i'neiv4*'i 
roinlUiiiicii liom ^fl. I'nth.un, 
13M; llu'oiy on jcMlon'sy, 13H j 
nijpi.ilnuj to 'Mlom onlaiiui,’* 
130; n]>lnloiM>f Hiyanl^i pining, 
liji ; UTi'lvo'i letu*r lioiii (Jem 
Swift, 1<L’ ; »kot< li iv\ '‘Mis. 
Qnirkly;' \,\], i<p! ; recelvia let- 
ter fiotn Mn Allllxme nnicTru- 
(kmcoidamx," i,\U ; favoiUe 
llowcra, laH; diaaj>])rovea of 
vegetable diet, 151 : u])provcft of 
Inn luinbaudS feininbio fibimbt^ 
153; n.diiianno'a opinion of 
**‘(,>uic ldy pom all, 153; Mra, 
Ck)W((en (ilaTke'a lUyle'of tlreas, 
iH-j; iuMnlpiitJH mi “ (,MilrUly 
poiliali, } {'finuot exiriui i*or- 
U"q>omlennM,si ; lou'lvrn hlark 
\v;ilnnL l)o\ fioin Mr. Itabiianno, 
i j;s ; HHCivr i fiom liiin 
llbnli.ilHi by (brat Anihori/’ 
T 5 S; Iti I virwi on n'fl'k I VI! 
polilir‘1, I t;fj ; rru’lvea iM'ii and 
Intoaund limn Mi. Iktiinainni, 
1 ^ 7 ) adndn M .mi.iinu wmk, 
lytj onie made her nnahri'n 
cups, ]|)H; inaUnb lim Iniuband'H 


vealn, 158; makes fiamn'i foi 
porltalls, I5<); doMcrlbra vbai to 
Flou'uoi', ’i(K)'i(i 3 ; iipinitin td 
(bieidno, 10.!; and nt ‘ritiau, 
163 ; compaic'i < lublo's ( 'Iropaim 
Aviili Shak<-»ipeaie''i, 163; Niw 
Yoio'u whdu's lo Ml. Ikdiuannu, 
Khj ; wakefnlnes'i, Ko., lyy ; r< - 
iTivm “ Niolm'n I hui|»hiri " and 
inkstand Itoin Mr. llahnannt), 
ClniaUnas pndiUiijpc io8; 

poitfolbri, idt : on Dmiy 

iaiiu) 'riiriihe firO I hit, iv.i; 
makoH namlvvn b casrs (or her 
iuiidtand, 17.1 ; SliakesjnMir 
neahi, 178; unior o( ura voya)' 
iip*, 18,!; views on niMUnnis^ 
183 1 leniivrs eoKiavlnp^j ioi 
^‘(Jlilbood ol Slialo up! air'll 
Hrioinrs” funn Mr, H.dinaniui, 
183; Mbi'i Sioll tnakru lad ol 
ilhisUallomi for 'Mllilliood of 
SlmkrupiMir'ii llmolmi/' d! ; ; 
Mia, (‘owdrn ( 'kokr ni tlo' i'cuid 
wii li I asr’i Ini Ml. ildmanno, 
]8|; alh'tllnii lni bri hii ib.onk 
i8‘; ; at liiij' tif “ Mi 1. (,ndi kly ' 
in 18 |o, 180; aiO'Utlii 1‘bdliar- 
monb' ndiiarsal, i8o;ban<iktt 
ibU'h rmlitnldnird jiy bri bn 
( Ionntr*i‘i < Jijdiiirrl, looj blid Hi y 
for litH* family, n^i; rmnio •'( 
(ill'Hmrl biinp.n Mn. i owtlm 
idaikn bur nianillla foim Sjtain, 
Hi/; Mm. I'liwdrn ( l.okr's t|r 
lipjit in (It liip% mi; \lrwa tm 
danrinit, my ; ntbnliailtfn fot 
Uai Ind'ii at liiijr, io>i; silvri mud 
vt^rs.ity, ; an oinpaoti < tbr 
( lipjim 4 1 m ttt Mrt^ ( ti'iin tii pi tnoM 
In *’ I'anM," .m;; ronnlt ’ » tie:’ 
lim e { lnbi,'»^< liri in uaboii b 0)1 
rtil littm l*nlln|ll|, ^nft; Mil, 
(bnvdtii t 1(0 kr p»ln*i In jditfon)* 
four pail 'I baiil njpvlip* non 
po'ird bv bt’i lallirr. .{<v ; tiip i.i 
Nlrr, .‘oy; inmarainlt i w'mU 
Ml. M.dm.mnti t«i) noioinn. am; 
U'diM biin (o (0|il Annii* in pob< 
Iriht'i' bn •' "I hr * uinln/* 

(^15; liiMoilnita Ml. lvimlbd|,;r 
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til Ml |r,il>nunsi>, ?i ‘ ' - .1 *■< . j 

lIlMKl'l «l ’♦S*? .lf( l‘tl J ] « 1. I ,1 • , I MU " r** 

Vi',' I;'-,' 

,! vS; >1. tUl »‘Mi I't iit»' * > t V , ‘ , ,t \\\\, . 

t . t t !■.. II, t.,„lV 

...iv. 1 Mill,. ‘ 

l»(u^:i,^pMi 0 ,1 - f ^ ^ ^ ‘ '! 

(I\4 'Ury t" frf d M ’ '( I ^ j Ml , i- l'» 

{II n.ih* Jisi *•'» ' ,1 ' *4,,„ ,j m' 

i»ll ihi f I ii « , /i‘m t I 1 ^ I \ - M? 4 ri,., 1,1 ,, 

’ I ‘ ' 'i y I 1* », 1 • , ,,(M ! 

r.tihnhu, .‘V^- **■*•*- V ^ ^ 

i)it}tiii III I'l Nh/i, I ,, ii I r , I . ,) i, « M ,Mt n 

fhirii Ml. tj 1 1 j ii" i^’\, 

tlliiilii .ll lll;t>lli„ \f ; u * - M<i; I i’ i t, . ^ I 

Nlir* 4V|I rHiiiMinn ' Si* I >i f 

'V:' '■-'<* '<1 ■ ' I,.. 

WiiMirii, Jvi . , ,1 ri, ,„„,V,; 

I'f ?‘|mV' ’'^■ i ,T> i ^ til' ^ 

I4;li{ ill [iM* H in 4S* II 1 ^',‘S ! ' * t . - Ml » \ / 

It'll iic*n Allinl ^tM\f I r.s ^ T I I' 3 <1 >?: « 2 <' 'i ' ' tV ill 

Wl'iUfU l>ll 6^11^% iM ir i 'itl* ' i!r ( *1 I,, 1,1 

fi»r Ml* M*uu, f* f I M,-' jj f ', ' I ‘Ml / 

IlhltMMlI l'{ I l( la lij I H ' I jM ! 

’'W,..).ln.,h.l w.., ! f » . . J . , ,, V.; ,V 

I hr 'i*tg * Iv 1 , 

luillMUrtn, Jfii,; jMvii.U * 'll , [ ♦ D t 'f s. ^ M 

v.tl ill K|l 1% , IM ♦ |*rs .Ml t ,1 t , M I . * 1 *,,,, ,* 

ffnin l Itiinr 'i n , k i * f i * i 

" WmiIiI SN*|r(( Wl'H'U .11 S J *1 M ’ , u 'i,*' anti |i 

in lii^i lliinr, jM,, in.i 1. j J t Mi ' ' 

t'lUlloH** i<f .'♦!♦ it,rajir mr^ M ^ ^ \\ j )j ^ *,^<'’<,1 

lat'iiiitniiH hrf I'.liiiuu M M ,i< I '^1 

N|ir nr, 4/4 J |rli ailMrlii ♦ , Mi ;,m si,,M hV a»r« mi 

Orhc**, j ‘ ‘ ' 

linn Ilf .S)Mkr5|ifn(t*^ 4/n, / Mnuii I' f ,1 
taiUlrH hC fli'irlihij J|*atkr'j> if ,*,'»!» ^ 

Nit ff, 4/fl Irllr| |«| t . a ^ I, 1 , 

Ifimih tn Mf. i ’ \ . . , it 

ttlttfililtj iMltiil il|i'4t4r^ I I i f < I * ‘ ,, f, 

rt’lvnt M^-Ii'a K>‘ 4^^ ? ' ' t 1 ’' 

Mr* Itulhunnu, 4 Hi , iinaai'B / si n't, - ,,, ,,, \ 

tor‘rtiir)hRiUni:)i|ri, nii ,*ft i, s'n ^ .* j 


‘ ' I ? o o 1 ’ ' 

. \ / “ I ‘ ‘ 
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aHiij , 
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'^Cnplfl aiul (JainpaHpe/' quotation 


fi«m, i5<> . , 

"CymboUnej/' SUakcfii 


[Jcaic*a> quo- 


laLioji 

^M)ancino Faun/’ i6i 
3 )uv«nport’H, MiJi^i^ficling, 86 
Iletuict, Chrtilc« F»j 121, 148, 

M9 

DesanRes, Tennis, 314 
DoHsoir, aa Mcj)lii»tuphe|(}<j, 204 
3 )ovonalHr(! ilounc, relicaraal ut| 78 
JJovnenl, JCinilj in ** Kaimt/' 503; 
an Ilanilcl/’ 204 

JOovrlciU, Ma<laino H civ racier, as 1 
“T^culy Mcicbutl^>'' 204 
BickeiiH, ('liarba, Mia, Cowclon 

. j SiL 


Faiial Goctlio’s, played by Ger- 
man company, 203 
Fawcett’s acting, 86 
Fieltling’s “Mis. Slipslop," quota- 
tion Irom, 137 
Fields, Mr,, call from, 149 
Finibtro Mountains, 307 
Fit/gcrald, Teicy, ii 
Flaxaian’s diawmgs, ciilicism on. 
96 

Florence, visits to, i6o*-i63, ^97 
Fontencllc, 140 fw/g 
‘' Fovest Hymn, A,’’ by lUyant, 141 
Foncst, Ml,, ciiticisms on, 120. 

r*onest, Mrs, Edwin, 81, 142 
Koistci, John, 2,jo 
Foil of Mont Alban, Mont 
Alban 


U.ulco’s opinion Ilf, 3{); portrait Fou of Mont Alban, Su Mont 

of, <19! Ins acting, 93 j lllcak Allwn 

lloiisc.” 150, 170. afipi ■< Pictuies Fox, Sir Climlea, 221 

of Ilnly, I SSf 1 lip irfuiiitoil /r>,M,r'x Masaeme, 2(19 

House,” 290 f ” llio Uiicoinmcr- ^ 

cial Tiayollci,” 3065 “The Mat- Gknoa, visit to, 283: removal to, 

fin /-if r.ilo f sit 


tie of Mfo,'’ 312 

^^Hou Quixote/’ 257] quotation 
from, sri 

Dowlon, locollection'i of, 70-72 
I^rury Eano 'riicatrc, 171 
“ Huonna, 'Fho,” F'awcotL aiul Mrs. 

Davenport lu, 86 
Dulwich G.allcry, 94, 16a, 212 
Dyco'a Shakes pcaiCf 269 
Dyer, Mr. and Mrs., 29 

^'Eastrrn Past nnd Pros- 

cut,” by Miss Mfuthiorm, 321 
Edmonds’s, JmlgCj visions, 140 
Ellcsmoro, 1.01x^205 
Emerson, iC , 

" Enthusiast, Tho Ainq i lean.*' Strtf 
^ llalmanno, Robert 
Ericsson's caloric ship, 173 j his 
success, 1 87 

Evening Wind, The/' by IJiyant, 
MI 

/CsVitMjftdr, editor of, 240 
Exemsiou/’ Wonlswui tb’s, 67 
E,\lubiifou of Old Masters^ 8-] 

“FAKitnc QuKiiNR/’ Spenser's, 66 
Farrar, Mis., 321 
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Geniilcschi's " Kepose,” 250 
(icoige, Mad.imc Anita, 149 
Gigliucci childicn, anecdote of 
youngest child, 208; cluldieu 
act comedietta, ‘‘The Gocl- 
molhcr,” 265,* gieet parents" le- 
tnra with concert, 267,* girls 
sing trios with their mother for 
Mrs, Cowdon Clarke's birthday, 
303; boys sent to college at 
Genoa, 317; sttif aho Gigliucci, 
Portia, nnd Gigliucci, Valeria 
Gigliucci, Count, 35 uoU^ 195, 203, 
219, 235, 246, 2(>4j lib appear- 
ance, 80; lias choleia, 233; 
comes to England, 342; ic turns 
to Nice, 267 j will not live under 
Flench domination, 301; trains 
children well, 304 
G Igliucci, Coimtoss (Clara Novello), 
35. 175. i 7 bi I 79 » 203, 217, 246, 
20O, 30^; poi traits of, 48, 49; 
dcscii|:|t)ons of her singing, 99, 
III ; visit fiom her and hci hns- 
Imncl, 99; tijp to Manchester, 
103} visit to England, 142 ; sings 
Haydn’s ‘^Creation" lor Mrs, 
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l*Pi nl Mim MmiI t luidui I hiKi Mi'* 

c.il Irillvnl, Mjti; iii* *1* Ititv*!, |M' i t' Hi<*v* * til 

in ttrmiinv, *‘iSi ‘ * i* ii<<,i, r M" ’ 
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fimi/ih', h til»n *1 M*’mm <*'i liir i'n Ml >. i uw*l'ii < Imln*, 

hiiiilh, u !•» »i’M l‘-. t*'* -H* 1'’* Mt rt'*. IUmmm- 

hImim I Jihihitiitii/* ,J|‘M i Ann’iii ill r 

Ilitn hi rtV'-iMl it* It t, Aiii'i {» ill nil* 

«M»n iMiUtn Hindi |*» ii'if’ f"l h”>»* Mi*, ♦ ti i rn 

}iri uliiHh'}?, J-'M ht I nn^ tnn irUMH***!!! Mt iStj 

ill l*li'*wh il hy lltr l,t*u * n, lll*i .li i h, M(“i ’> 

; |»llg;n rtl \V*iri<**|r< I r^U AlltMit %li ii* U h> Ml. 

\*M» hni < In»li’in, 4 I It «Mh!9 I’nli. ni*. 

Min, rmiyilrh Miihr n, ii*| 

Mill .ifi' |iiil h Mill \V*'i* *nJ ftf 

hlii;.v| a( jlii Miiiij^hiMU iHlil Kft Hthil. H 

ivhli, nhM'i nl mim nlnt* »( <iht‘ V':> ** Ah r’ litif-i htTjn* 

M lj!i'l>;ii*n Itnll *ll It*' (S'liniiir^n I i t Uiii » i, if|»; 

vi-iM Jllj'liU*!, -I'l h’ • '<•'<«! hi»r ihi tjji* rn .i I htin|t 

Mtiiiilnv, %! ill iM Pi:hh*.*hn .iM'tiiJjftl 1 » i ly 

I'imIi, rfM ; itliiiidi I'fiitit^’i *’ I h- I h*'* '* 'i 

Ihi^.irn iinr# I nif p ‘h|; n|>jrn»i liMTtJir'ti "'rniuf/* j*! ivf I fiy ft 

ftliini Ky ihr ril* «fM* ^ hf*!* hi < “nitl* mi*., . I 

ijiiri Hilh III I it i I'hiHi, Mtimihh I »i> ir'i i-f, 

ti <i»nnl tty *mhikH«»m Hh i ^* 

I*y li'^i iMtiitrn nint ‘‘Mnifi tii h»tfi M« !»,' I'lMiJr'’! 

t ,'h^ii umi *l 1i I 

Ihiinh'l ^ mimI r..it *1 , ifii» Hrt 

ii tiiMiTt |M •H’*.- i { K i 'Hii* 

Iniiit M ^lt'1 I nil ivhi' h I I III* Pill pnit 

Irin liMiH I ii.'fiih fiiMi'la, ‘ ] Ihit’l* 1*}% M-nlift l^ .), mmiI' 
II ‘ImiI |*.n I IM I Ii.‘ ^Htt IlUlM, 1^1 

IrtPill* tV*‘i T'h h* ‘I I > lli'd lirtif, }<U J '* 

i) h tli Hi fMur* /-Hi |Mi»iiifi*4 til I'inA* 

7*1/2 toili^;n*lut lni%lftl 'r>HiltnilHHp 

pintf'l HjUl il4ii(jtil» f a j IfAM, |i.Mr , |t , If* 

fill 51 Hi. IIhiyiImi t lirkp'‘'i Iniiti i M MiH’lv-riii hnn^j ftt 
3'Ml ifp^hnt tn f tliilttn II i >)4M(tijHM 
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lliilplii, (lIiailoH, i>»|)cj on Shake- 
H]»i*;ne, j-tH, rjr 

lliinilet,'^ Sli.iko-^poiUe^H, qiiolU' 
tioun (lOIll, 0^, UK, iH* 

Jlainlfl, .snnp by 

(‘unnU'Mfi 1^5; “ITal- 

leliijah at Syileiihaiu Kx- 

hi)nli(Mi, 2:7; Ilamlel l<'c.sl!val 
in t'jyiUal Palare, abb 
llaiuucb Hoime, The/’ J)ickcns*a, 

IIav<0rK flkeU'li of (*o\v(Um 
Olaiko m Quickly/’ 

1,1,1 

llavvltinM^B, Sir John, **lUrttoiyof 
Miiale/’ 191 

nawthorne’rt ^'Hcarlcl LoUcr/’ 
common la on, 87 

llaydn'a ‘'(heiUion/’ imnn by 
( omUeHS lined, 
liazllU, ^*NoL(ia (jf a jomney/’ 
Tb3 ; idolized 'i’lllnn, u^ 

“Ilmuy V., IvinHi" Shakcspeaic’a, 
(luolatlona fiom, iijy, 

ITeniy, ^^^sH laiey, i.|7 
^' ] iennioue/’ K.u:lud an, 2, lb 
IlimmerH, K. Il^wtuka, CtmiUcfljj 
(iljdinet i aiu)e> fiom» 

IJoli'iiifi’a " Ko.ul to Knin/’ Mnn-* 
don in, 71 

^‘Ifoal’a Slory/’ fiom HoimhoU 
Wo thy I by 

fUtue/iofif u'of’i/ft 3t, ibb 
lliUlhoH, Mra,, io3» 
iinmjdnoya, Mu* ilbiHiiateH "Sen- 
thnonla and Hlmiltoi/' iiO 
1 1 nneldiack, The/’ Knowleses, 
(piolathm bom, (>3 
Hum, Lehdt, 3b//8, rbyj tutb 
elioi In A/t/tfot/ 7iWT, *;); pm- 
tndi in “ lUniiul," 81 ; eommont 
cm Powcjra's *' (Jreek Slave/’ cj(> | 
eomnlinmnlH Mui. (’owdeu 
('liOKo on her danclnib wlmn a 
lllrl, ms; fondnesH hn punning, 
IS-lf the Ittiintifori i.Hbj writes 
note In Mrs. t'owden flarko'a 
c'opy of Ins Tiou tionsin,” 2*10; 
deseiiplloh, 2^11 l<‘tb^v to 
(‘liarlos Clowden t‘laiko, 359; 
American edition of Ids woiUh, 


2bo; i icknowlcdgea copy of Mis. 
Cowdon ChiiKe's Woiklojoted 
Women/* 268; ♦*'J’he 'rapisei'a 
Talt'/’ 369; poi trait by Anne 
(bidden, 281; *' Jill ins aiu) Tnl- 
locligoriiin/’ 281 

“IJymn to God,” by Charles Cow- 
don Clai ke, V/ 

*’irypociite, The,” JiickerBtafCa, 
Dow ion m, 71 

‘Mmookn/’ laic of, in ‘‘Girlhood 
t»f Shakoaponie’a lioioinea,” 136 

ImiiiiUo}\ J,eigh Ilinu’s, nioliofoi, 

1 56 

“him Cousin, The/* hTia, Cowden 
(‘laiko asks Mi, Ihdmamio to 
inid Ainciican publisher foi, 
aid; noliee of, acknowledged, 
232; Koihlor’s notke of, 240? 
JiC'igh Uniu wiUes note hi Mis. 
Cowden C'lai Ice's cetpy, 240 

living, Wasldaglon, 28; portrait 
of, ii;9j Mm. Slieiley's opinion 
of, 144 

Italian aelois, cmiipiiny of, 279, 281 

jKinioii), Ibniui.As, 17, 23, 170; 
(piotalion (mni, 4b; dedication 
In, 4b; 49 ; bciuIh copy 

I of l^ufuh It) Mia. ('owden 

Ciuilvc, sji “ Uebrrd from liusi- 
nesa” licifoinusl, 78; his acting, 
93; “ Caudle hccinrea," Mrs, 

I (iowden Ciarkc’a jirescntation 

ropy, 261 j enmpbmciii to Mrs, 
Cnwden ClaiKe, 309 

i o)inson,Di.,(piolationH (10111,36,42 
nil nut one's acting, H(> 

Jonailmn ( dilhnck,** 277 
Jones, ICinesl, 102 
Joidan, Mis., Vincent Novello’s 
recollect hms of, 7a 

Khan’s aclhig, 72 
Keats, wianzaH to (biarica (kiwden 
Claike, 8; poiUail of, 49; 9110- 
la lions from, 9(>, 217 
Kelly, Mias, 78, '238; Mrs, (jOwden 
Cl.irlte’a opinion of, 36; her 
notice of, 37-41 ; Ciiarica J.ainb’S 
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INDEX 


verses oHj 38, her eyes and 
voice, 242 

Kelpie/^ Mr. Balmanno^s dog, 
106, 107 

Kemble family, Lawrence^s por- 
trait of, 2U 

Kensington Gardens, 75, 86, 91 
“Key to Shakespeare's Sonnets/' 
322 

Kimball, Mr , 140 
Knightly, Mr., visit from, 248 
Knowles, Sheridan, quotation from^ 
^3 

Koestritz, Princess Mathilde Reuss, 
299i 300, 308 

L., Mks., 51 

Lxidy^s Newspaper y, account of Mrs, 
Cowden Clarke’s testimonial 
chair in, 127 j two hundred copies 
sent to France, 131 
Lamb, Charles, anecdote of, 8 ; 
poems on ftliss Kelly, 38, 41 ; 

Grace before Meat,” 66 ; Lamb 
and his sister, 95; quotation 
from, 133 j Mrs, Cowden Clarke's 
reminiscences of, 238; Words- 
worth's lines on his tombstone, 
239; portraits, 275,' ‘‘Letters,” 
edition of 1837, 275; Mrs. Cow- 
den Clarke sends letter of his to 
Mr. Balmanno, 278 
Lamb, Mary, advice of, 71 j Miss 
Lamb and her bi other, 95 ; with 
walking party, 238 
Landed, Mi,, 131 
Lawrence, Abbott, 120, 125 
Lawrence, Colonel, 125 
Lawrence's portrait of Gonsalvi, 
94, 107 ; picture of the Kemble 
family, 212 

“Legend of Montrose,” Scott’s 
quotation from, 174 
“ Lcs Hoi aces,” Racine's, Rachel's 
acting in, 200 

Leslie’s painting of Shakespeare 
subjects, 84 
Lewis, Mrs., 197 

Lind, Jenny, description of her 
singing, ^ 

Literary IVorid^ 140 

[3 


London, changes in, 80 
“ Lottatori,” 16 r 
Loudon, Mrs., 116 
Loyola, Ignatius, Titian's poi trail 
of, 108 

“Lucrece,” Shakespeare's, (piotu- 
tion from, 1 41 

Madley’s copy of Shakespeare 
monument, 52 

“Macbeth,” Snakespeaic'.s, quota* 
tions fiom, 177, 273 
Macklin's “ The Man of the 
World,” character in, 72 
Macready, Mr,, 170-172 
Mali bran, 99 

“ Man of the Woild, The/' Mack* 
lin’s, character in, 72 
“Man 's a Man for That, A,” by 
Burns, 120 \ quotation fiom, 61 
Manchester Examiner^ 324 
Manchester Exchange^ account of 
Mrs. Cowden Clarke's testimo* 
nial in, 137 
Manning, Mr,, 139 
“Mariana in the Moated Giangc/' 
Millais's, comments on, 84 
Martineau, Ilairiet, ^2, 294; “ p^aHt* 
cm Life, Past and Piescnt/' 34 i 
Mason, Lowell, 16 
Ma.son, Mr,, letter for, 34 
“Masque of the New Yeni,” in 
Household Words, 167 
Massingham, Mr, 172 
Medici, Alessandro de', Tiljai/« 
portrait of, 108 

Medici, Ippolito dei, Titian's |ior» 
trait of, 163 

“Merchant of Venice,” Slmkc- 
spearc's, quotation fiom, 2,u 
“Merry Wives of Wiiulsor,” 
Shakespeare's, quotations fioin, 
186, IQ4, igs; revival of, by Mr 
Burton, 193; “Merry Wives” 
festival, 228 j performance of 
1848, 240 

“ Messiah,” Handel's, sung by 
Countess Gigli ucci, 193 
Myerbeci'a “ Robert le Diablo,” 
Countess Gigliucci's singing In, 
189 

o] 
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** Midfuntiinet Ni/^liL'a Cowluii Clarke by Mi, ] 3 al 

fnuitiilions fiojo, 2 a;? fw/t*, 276 i min no, 16G 

Milhiis’s ” Mut'utiui in tlio Moalcd NorthamJ'ton Mercuty^zGs 


( roinnu'iiis on, 84 
Millnii, Jolm, Kiujrio 
I)t>j " Pat.ulHo Dost,” 67 ; Song 
(HI May Moining,'' 34 , 51 , fjy; 
IKM! pfanlctl hy him in Cain- 
btldgir, 134 

Qmt'kiy," aolcil by Mis. 

CowiUmi Cl*ultc, iSb 
" Mjh. Slipslop,” KioUtiiifC^Ji q«<da- 
lioii fioni, I V/ 

MolitVo'n Tailiiffo, playod hy Mr. 
Dv'iiftn’d, 53 

"Moincun do be, side,” Rachel in, 
34 b 

Mont Alhan, Roll of, 306 , 312 
JMoiU lai/e, 312 
Muntaigiui, ([iiolation fiom, 27 

m’ulpUiio of DanloVi 
Paolo ami Rt.mcesca u)in« 
\\\v,i]U\ on,H(; 

Mn\(ni, 375 

" Miu'li A<io ahoiil Nothing, 
Shal(<;HptMie'a, (picitalion fioni, 
iSb fw/e 

Miimlrii, jTrolIia’lioiui of, 71 

A/tiUia/ 21*; 


Navom^on lioNArAiu'E, hIu 

Nigmloon iHv% 

Napoleon III., 27’/, 301 Ai 

N(’|p’Ot MaichnnMii, 168, 181 M 

A'tW /ht/v 232 vi^ 

IlnMx 149. »‘/.l 

Nm 149 tni 

Niro, ilcjinlptioii, 81; Mh. (*ow- liij 
(liHi (tlaik(''n vlait to, 10 b 109 j 
nowoiii at, 14H ; *'gii|>pe” at, (’( 

176; wlntci’ In, 21b ; Cumiv.il at, hll 

2t>/j Mummor in, 272, 302, 3215 hi 

(llljirnltl.si of M'lnlin)' paircln pi 

from, jy(i; lorailon ami annr\a- c1i 

lion to Vram 0,300; lawn leg.nd- p 

in)t pMsi's, tih ’ hi 

Nlgliiinf'alr, Violence, lllnefis, p S I di 

"Notes on Nniaing'’ tiaimlaiml in 

into Italian, 31*; p 

*• Nlohe.” AVe Nt.velhi, M.ulaiim N(»\ 

"Nioho'H Daughter,” neiit to Mia. 1 ’ 

t.o« J 


” Notes of n Journey,” by IlaKlitt, 
162 

“ Notes on Nu j sing,” Ml«» Night- 
in gale’s, 315 

NoveJlo, Alfied, 29 , 31 , 63 , 76 , lOJ, 
121 , 12 ( 1 , 130 , I IS, IJ-O, I«.s, 
189 , 207 , 208 , 3 18 , 219 , 226 , 22 (;, 

21 ; 5 , 264 , 30 ^, 311 ; 1 el at ions with 
Mi 4 « Dowdell ClaiKe, ss. 50; 
desciipUon, *J 7 { Miigs ai opening 
of Crystal Paluo, 68 ; appcai- 
ance, Ko; meets Mi. riununi, 
91 ; gives cariiage to molhei, 
log; wants iiifounalion on poa* 
lul cum imm kali on in Am mica, 
125 ; aomls two hmidrcd uipies 
of Nexa^papet to Ehance, 

131 ; poll ties, 1 ^ 6 ; goes In (loi- 
niuny with the (Jiglimcis, 195 ; 
goes to Nice, 1963 exliihit at 
Sydonh.im KxhihilUni, 222 ; 
flings in choins at Hydenham 
Kxlilhition, 2 \ 3 ; finds Kiiglisb 
winleis t lying, 24 S; gooa to 
Nice with Sahillii, ? 17 ; visits at 
UgbiooKe Paik, 250 ; lUilves iii 
Anusilca, 26 1 ; jouinal on hoaid 
flldp .sent to Mis. (hiwden (^aike, 
21)1 ; Italian lour, 270 ; iccalln 
Ameih'an visit, 275 ; takes box 
III Ilutiiin 0 ])m'a foi season, 379 ; 
visliH (Jenoa, 2 S 3 5 goes m Lon- 
don on bnsmeas, 286 ] Italian 
tour, 291 ; gives "miislcid in run- 
Ing,” 2 <i 9 ; Italian paUKuiflliip, 
loi ; climbs mountain with Mrs. 

, Cowden (Haike, 306 ; lakes Sa- 
, billii on continental tour, 3 ^^! 

i buys estate in Niro, 317 J f-imiisi 

I piup(‘iiy in (iciioa, 318 ; pm- 

chases Villa Novelln, thsioa, 
120 ; rr<eivc ‘3 h;lier from hlrs. 
halinaniio ahout lirr liiisb.iud’s 
; dealli, 326 ; makes linal aiiange' 

I ineiils for removal to (lenoa, 

^26 

N(»vello, Odlia. See Seile* Mr.s, 
1 'hoinaH Jiimes 
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NnvHIo, I I II u .S' jiivMiilf, I'i (mi linn* 

i ,iiinl< > «M». , n, j , 1 .1 lij 1 I liililun^ 

N'mm’IIo, I iivv,u<!i hv. J l» .<* *■ . Im J Ui'l.iiii!, ,i[(; 

hi( ii l« it'K }, *\\ 

N*k,’II.», I'inm i. h. t. 

Jii*!* *tf>, piHiio' hVt Vi» p''» ” < • I'J 'iMU'Jiy J*uiiriti"i'i 

|| ii(f>( Mf> ^ *»i Uih’l. *,* 

vl'<M 1 *’'•1 HI < iuvpIviI M uI < . , ‘M I Ilian, , I'umm nlf, M'fp| 

\ini IH t h'il'Pi MU* OrU "iPiii Inn-' i" .S..- 

Mil lin\<l<n M.nl.*, i W. U* VtUui i ^3 ilInl.N Ki ii* i 

|n*lnliiiM»t .n I lij’li ')» jnMh-'' .»! *’h , ^4ii|ir'ir'!l 

In »l iifipM, il IviMiiJn* ^ 

I'nni, Ml* ^ * *** 

I nihl.m, /|4, -it (fiiliH-*!.!- 1 M(‘M \ * un /;*.v 

IVul(, 1 Ih itu- ih, till' 

NM\4*tlii| Minltinn , .ih, I v^ tn , !/*» ^ 

1'/ j, '* ** "ri’t'ijnnl lini. (ni/‘ Mfinlli'^ 

Irnni Ml .Hut Mm i ‘j, hI, ? i 

I'laiko initl Alhnl t< ” T »t h'i < I ^ t, * fi/ 

lunl) fmln l»» Ml l^iinMniH'* <U I 

f 1 4 , |*it tMM I i|* 1 in,nlii l*v I " p 'll ‘ , j‘l ♦, * 1 l*v K H hf 1*^ |f^<) 
iKuipjtih'i >t I i I* l*'i tl* ''nj I i> Iiu< i *'1 If *1 . , I n* t'l n I •), I *jiJ 

►tl Nil r\ 1^ *1 ill ifin * * I , >*i I‘h» 4, * ‘ I". ' 

In I I lull ill 111 ’ 4*1 i \\fnn II .nnJn,j Timi I il '*• A I I.'imh < , n* (* 

nl Ini 41111*11*11, ■' r>nJM. ' l »!' *'l, m 'M.MIImmiiI ai 

Ni>\4 Ml*, Vi* l*it{4 M.*!i jicim', llontiii s'* -if 

ill’ll ri.uk*s Mm. 'M.tjrU Mui/ 1 iim 

N'lvnllii, Niilfllln, ^<i, tt,\ iM* •*>’ ’'■»> ^ ‘p 

IIIm, s./. ^fJS, n.*i ^*1* Ii ‘H iflln* . n*hUnrnH Mil, n| 

M’l^ Mr . Vrniw’ » 1^‘v ‘1, UMiii h *• mI. i 

iniiti-iil, jiM I i»n-l‘ n * rr!|vil<i ^n ,H«’/ liy 

<1ai)*iS l**'*i \liili tiiMHMiV, 1 •* }lU‘ JUilM, .is 1 

li^ij I ii’tiiiiM* 1*1 Nil', 411% /'s'- 1% * i, V. I ni ti ill! *1 

4 luhn fM, .mil .n»’Mn(’li (inn nis » • u»|*luin’ut fi Mm ti**uin*u 

j ; I Mtin t> fti I iti’l nnl, 411. * I ill**’, j.' 1 

Icri 1 ln»(i‘iii, Mii i 1 mm* i* i .iint TmIm ini, .Ml tn, il^. '1^1 

4 i4n'iil(iMi*i|i, -Mil n " liiil’iMit I Ml Mp» ^ i*n*1«'n t Inilip, 

iin iit til lin.illls 41S; Mumm In ‘il i I* M* m ‘*|, !( •; iMj-riii mu 

'M'/ f '■H'iM I itittuin'U, iMi, j rip ihh A Mtr'ifi 411 

i^ni*, Im; Ililliii mni, %'**; mImI *11 mI " 1 WfilnyA mI 

villi I iMini4, r.'*M; hill ill t»ini, u^SMir'o I lM»<i4n 1 *' !'♦ Mi *». I n>\‘ 

rU|j lliiti.m j'4Hl ♦li’ililis ini, il‘’n I Ml i f» inUI iin 

»n'MiiniMHli > Alin tl NM^rlhinu fnn«SM'*i h if'^i Inoii, tn,^ ; **4 111 

MniilnMilal t nr, tm; si im Aini in m nlun.ii m| ’m;uIIimui| 

MmH’IIMI If*,: hri mK .‘*i| ikrili# iff II* iMim Ti'* wpi’l 

iMunlnilnu mI Mni , Nj^jlilinyjlpS ^ 

♦' N4iIi ‘4 **11 Nni*-iim'MMt*4llnll4n, ’MJtM* i>r v I ’nii ilr/* i f Mrii I **w- 

Ain t Mil Ml' JJ-Aiinm 

NMVnll*» hiKiM*^ii*‘’*» *'K i< »*'» ♦*isnlMU nl, M|| ii|*li*ni, 

NovcIUp, vtn^^** 4i(, rjA Ml 

Nmnlln, Vhin;ia, j;iti, iHl, ji M j t/nliny. f .-M 

1, .HJ 1 



INDEX 


Kachkl, Jfis. Cowdcn Clarke’s ^'Scarlet J.cUei,’^ irawthorno’«, 
opinion of, 54; hoi acting, 199; comments on, 87 
notice of, in lioslon paper, 246 1 Scotch songs, iii 
appoiuanco, 247 Scott, Miss, makes illustrations 

Rueme, (jnotalion from, 30J Ka« for " Gli I hood of Shakespeare’s 

cliel’s acting in Les Horaces,” Heroines,” 183 

200 ; in "Jiaja/et,” 246 Scott, Wallace, 183, 194 

"Recollcollona of Writers,” by Scott* Sir Walter, quotations fiom, 
Mr. and Mrs. Cowclen Clarke, 10 174* 277 

Kecou!^ 30 ” Sentiments and Similes,” 116 

” Repose,” by Gcnliloschi, 2^0 Seilc, I^ydia, visit to Nice, 268 
” Retired fiom Jhislncas,” by Jer- Seilo, Maiy* 80 
rohlv 78 Scrlc, Mrs. Thomas James (Cecilia 

RenssKocstiitz, Princess Mathildo Novcilo), 94J visit to Ugbiookc 
*.SV<? Koc.stritz, Princess Mallii Ido Park, 262; visit to Nice, 268; 


Roiiss 

Reynolds’s portrait of Mrs. Sid- 
(lonH, 9.1, 212 

X'ticliardson* Hamiiel, cpiotalions 
fiom, 70* 120 ; Mrs. Clarke’s 
admit alion for, 92 
Richter* Jean Paul, his faro, 74; 

quotation, 166; J.lfcof* 166 
” Rimini,” pmtialt of Neigh Hunt 
in, 281 

Riviera toad, the ” Cornice,” 296 
'M<oad to Ruin,” Mnndmi in, 71 
"Rol>mt In i)i{d)le,” Meyeibcer’s, 
ConnlcHs (Rghticci’s singii^g in* 
189 

Roll, MiHS(% 35, 70 
Roubiliac, I.nnls Rraiicols, 253 
Rttulledgo, Mr., Inlrouucinl to Mr* 
Jlalmnmto by Mis. Oowden 
Clarke, .M7 

Uoy.d Academy Exhibition* 83 
Unshton on Shakespeare* 29a 
Ktifisell, J.ord William, in 

Sr. A Nimr.w’s festival, T17 
‘NSt. Ccellia” by (Juerdno, tda 
St. (loot go’s J (all, 235 
St. I tidier, baths t»f, ('onnlcfla 
(liglimci's liip to, 304, 310 
*bSi. John,” by Andrea del Sarto, 

^eSancho P.m/a*” quotation from, 
2 ! t 

Sanlinla, t^neen (tf, 143 
Sarto's, Antirea del, ”St. John,” 
2<>S 


Italian tour, 270 

Shakespeare, Mr. Ralmanno’s 
tlrcam about, 23; proi>osals for 
inoniunont to,45f seals, 47; poi- 
Irnit and btisl of, 49 5 cast from 
monument, 53; bust, *12; copy 
of monument, 53; portrait in 
(hilUer’rt c<llti<m,’ ija, Kean’.s 
acting in, 72 ; illnstralitjus by I .es- 
lie, 84; oxtr.i-illn‘ttrale<l copies, 
106; nicknames, I n ; papeison, 
sent to Mrs. ('owden (J la ike by 
Mr. nalmannr), 118; C'ollioi’.s 
opinion of, u8; Iiunsdowne edi- 
tion, 1 20; Halpin’s papei on, 
128, 131 ; Mrs. Oowden Clarke’s 
opinion of bis learning, 131; 
celebration in Amoilca, 146; por- 
trait, 147 j seals, 178; revival of 
'*Mony Wives of Windsor,” by 
Mi% burton, iqij tShakespisuc 
Rccoitl, 194; Snakespeato fes- 
tival, 195: thdetidgo on Shakc- 
speiito, 202; “batry (‘ornwall” 
on, 2(>2 ; Thomas Campbell’s Life 
of, 2(i3i Hyce’s edition, 2Cm)\ 
dagucirootypo of, sent to Mis. 
Cowden (iiuke by Mr. balnmn- 
no, 21(1, 253 j labour nemisary 
foi editing, 272; Mis. Cowilen 
Clarke’s delight In, 273; seal 
broken, 388, 289; cltfct of 

Shakespeare’s veisatilily, 292; 
qnoiallons from— names of 
plays 

ShakcHpcarOi C'oncordancc to, by 


[ MS ] 



I N I) !■: X 


Min* ('Liilir, \\n, 

r4<»j <'l, 

ln‘);liinluj', \:\ 

Ml >, < ‘u\vil<*m ’*« 

tHlitlnU III, |IH'|I it.itlnu In), 
ttiiii|))( IimI, .t/lt ; imil piiiitl't } ' 111, 
liiikt rnttiilii iiiiIIm 

n(, in ♦V.M/i Z/i't//; triffi #, i-'J. 

iiit.iKc ni'i 1*1)1 iioi*»Ky ^*y 

I 1|. tilH tllli)], /ijl 

SImIii S«>i li iv,ni liiiM\\|«‘it;;i 'I 
itt'dli niiim nl ** liiiiiK< !•/' • i'l 
SlniUruMMir' iini ii iv 'll Nnw NniK^ 
«!iii ; iimIo ti Mn, I iinili II I I uUt' 

Mil IhMiuiaiy nil mill i» 

'* Mi.iln ^ipiMrn'n .Sniim m, Kty !<♦/' 
. 1 *' - 

*Sin'llryj fimii, LMf», pt 

MiirllnyH, Min, ni Wii'ih 

iii|*hiii li^iiiiS IA\ 

.StirilJI m( mm I I'llilm, iHli 
'* MlivT' liy Imi. m>i 
SiiMiiiri, Tm Iti.i (Sh^i* 
rumln*) A\A 

Mi'i., fA \ lirr 

lU yitiililn’n imfimil, j m.i 4 I'l, 

. 11 , 1 ; |i<Hh,iU'i tA, 

Him lili, Mm , iMh i jo 
“ Mr t ‘li.iilrn Ummli urn,'* Kiih.Uil 

I mi'ri, i)iiiii,uiiiu ({nm, t/H 
*'Sl.tv0 IKrilu ,ulii|» tin: ^^n^^|^i 
1 n v/’ Hit 

HinilliX Hsdimy, II in.uK mi WrH 
fill I, l>n 

** ‘‘I'lifj mt May Miinilii}',*' MiH‘*iM>, 
(•<); ijmil Uimi hmu, i|i 
*V/***AfA»r, 

S|il ll.l^r, UIIhMIIi'II ftnlil, I «/i 
** Smii linilv," I liiii i’lni MU, 41 
Hli'jilit ii'ii •' Ti,ivr|fi/‘ ^4*1 
HlrvmiM, Ml rti, lyj 

Slmiur. Mr., mi. iHjj Mr, 

Mimih II i l.ititf, IM 

Hlminr, Mirtr, ^'Imln n Mt, riiwdru 

I IiiiM*. i.iii 

Hluur, n.uriri Hrrf lirr, Mrn 
ilrik riuikM'ii mimiffiti'Ui fm, ^ui { 
" Uiti lu 'hirn'ri \i>H 

HUaiinrd mi Avmi, vhii i{i\ 

|mrtii4im limuin ui, 

1*11 


Sv^lli, ImmiJj in, iiuni.iilnn hum, 

N)di iili.iiil I' xlillilliiih^ jjS, .*J4 

I'ai \ I ilMi i», .i;i| 

'* r»im I rsji lliinri*Uj j ly 

I .imluiiliil, * Imi* 1 1 Ini I 1 \s iili I 
f *< » <.i}')im 1 1, j*,u 

'’‘r.iinlmt Ml tlin J-liirw," MmUc. 

({liolntlnii i tiMiii, 

' ii 

" I I atr, Tlir,*' liy l.iijjh 

Hunt, u I 

‘‘’ruluM',** MM|lfh'':i, hiiyHl by 

Ml. Mm ubud, '.t 

‘r i>r'i IMI L|M\^|i JI.Ui 

I I lit. Ml , t ' I 

I li u t t i.iy'n I, . iiiir I ill Ann 1 jr .i, 

I 

***||i*ii‘ In Imi niir > t» p h'Uu tlip 
» iilrlnur |i» ilin tl(U«ulMUi/' ,ni> 
tiiMi .Itlp i<b t.l'l 

" I bh 1 M Ml! 1 /* tty < \u,ii < b I <uu 

MK lit < Ml, > 1 ^ 

/jM. t, ,i» , ttiini Mil, t 'luwirii 
i I uK‘ **i II iimit'ui li in, 1 i/ 
litlui, |>uuliiu'n tiv, li I. o'yi] 
I < mil M» 4 uiiii I «m If, Imt, ifi } I 
llirliiri »«|»lui>«M I'b l<i|; Mil, 
I'tixwlf u I I ultfS lOj 

,%tv lAui Mmv/' iiy Ml, 

I u t jilt <*, Vi 

*• In tvnliiul l! itm iiiuti/* tiy Mm, 
( iiniii U I l.tli.i', ..‘li \ 

I mtiHii 1 , Mt . i 1*1 
I nuy [ iMniit in,'* i»i“ i • ti i»f, 
rn'i'lli, I «in\ Itini, 4‘u 
I r.t’ >♦ Hi V, hi .A I, j 

'I liltiui I ill t r,ii i« 1 liuriiyr, 

ntpi' ,iU\\ i|< 11 tl|(lliiii, 

i^Milpinn 111 , Hj| i |•il|utrl In, 

H ^ 

" I litiMUiin iti\ Utf'/' ,U, V*4 

V% A I, ‘/is H/, iji,. 1 1 *, M*;, 

» .‘ft, 1.1/, 1,1'*^ I Vs 1 V , |M, iM, 
l‘ 1 1 1 t *#'f * 1 * '■ I, A' 'ft f t 1 1 

-l|b, ; J 1 , ,1 pi 

'M’litilun rtud hrri-ld^/* 

rjti Ml '.I, liiittl iiit<u H<ini, I iH 

'‘“hiiilin (Uutifvttnl by 
Aultnun,** 1 1,^ 


L M 1 I 



INDEX 


'rurbiil, mounlnln-rock of, 30O 
‘*'rwo!flb Nii»lu/* fSliakcHpciuc'ij, 
(luolalionn from, ^5, 273 


UvKizi 1‘Al.ACK rtl Kloronco, iGo, 
2<)S 

Uf'brooko rnrk,<l(;scjlplion of, 2^y; 
vi4U to, 262 

lliicoimnerdul Traveller,*’ Dick- 
(’IIH’h, 300 

1 ) nck'nan’n ( labin/' M \ 3» Stowe’a, 
30li 

U telle, vimt to, 255 


Vai. St, An put, 2/4, 303 
Vandyke, H\ipp(»»cd poi i 1 alt of (ion- 
«alvl>y.j| p(»rliait of HeiUivo|'U(>, 
loS 

Vauban, P|2 
Vonct^ viful to, 303 
VenuH <le* Meclirli Hlalne in l‘'lor- 
ente 'rillnma, idi, agH 
Victoria A<lclaldn Mary lamina, 
ibiiu C.4H Royal, liernumlajijc, 264 
Vii’loila, (,>nc(!U, I^dace 'riiealii- 
cal‘i, ivo; cntianeo at Sydtmhmn 
I'MuIjitlon, 22,1 ; acUuo\vlr(l|»c« 
(amnlenn (li|piuni'a mnfpnj;, 
2?'/ ; h(5r appna’iatlon of (‘onm 
ivHH (lip, lim’d, \ bida her to 

l‘ilnmin Royarn matria|p5, 26,1 
Villa Novdio, imrclmno of, 3201 
lemovul to, 326 


Wagkmann, Mr,, 275 
Wainwiifiht, Dr., 16 
Wandswoith, electric li/'ht manu- 
factory at, 218, 22S 
Wiunei, Will, cast fiom Shake- 
spcjiie monument, C2 I uist sent 
to Mr. Ralnmnno, (u\ 

** Way of the Wojld," Cungj eve’s, 

Wetister, Daniel, 102, 122, i.jQ; in 
relation to mcslilency, i/jo; Syd- 
ney Siiiillni lemaik (m, i<t4 ; 
port rail of, 159; death, 159 
White, Mj., 15^ 

While, Rich aid Giant, article on 
J. bay no (’olllci, 323 
'^Wintm'R Tale/’ ‘Slmkespe arc’s, 
(luotalion from, ii.] 

** Woman Taken in Adultery/* 
*I*Ulai/», 250 

** Woiuler (»r the World.” .SV<f 
Sydenh.im ICKhlbltion 
Woiilswojlh’s poems, 67; lines on 
laiml/a Umibnlonc, 230 
W 01 Id-noted Wonuni,” by Mrs. 
(h)\vdcn Glarke, 259; nolim i)f, 
263} copy sent to l.einh Hunt, 
25Ji 

V()UN</a actinia, 7a 

/Eri.ANi), Rail of, Invites Mr. Cow- 
den Clarke to pive lecluroH at 
Aske, 213 
ZcliamI, Lady, 2(4 


C .VIS I 



